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PORTSMOUTH 
SUNDAY SCHOOL HYMN BOOK. 



1. Morning Hymn. C. M 

P^terboro*. W. B. O. Peabody. 

1 My God ! by thy directing ]H)wer, 

The rising light returns ; 
And high within his morning tower 
The sun serenely bums. 

2 Thou faithful guardian of my days ! 

I owe my heart to thee ; 
To thee my earliest prayers I raise, 
And fervent they shall be. 

3 Thou hast preserved my sleeping hreath 

Secure from h^rm and pain, 
While many an eye was closed in death, 
And shall not wake again. 

4 Oh ! thus protect me till the last 

Long hour of rest is nigh, 
And thus when death's long sleep is past, 
Awake my soul on high. 



2. Morning Hymn, L. M 

Hebron. Pierpont. 

1 O Gron ! I tliank thee that the night 
In peace and rest has passed away. 
And mat I see in this fair light 
My Father's smile that makes it day. 
1 



' 3, 4. MORNING HYMN. 

2 Be them my guide, and let me live 
As under uiine all-seeing eye ; 
Supply my wants, my sins forgive, 
And make me happy when I die. 



3. Morning Hymn. C. M. 

Peterboro*. Walts. 

1 Once more, my soul ! the rising day 

Salutes my waking eyes ; 
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay 
To Him, who rules the skies. 

2 Grreat God ! Let all our hours be thine. 

Whilst we enjoy the light ; 
Then shall our sun in smiles decline, 
And bring a pei|,ceful night 



4. Morning or Evening Hymn,^ C. M. 

Dedham. 

1 A£MioHTT Father, heavenly King! 

Who rulest the world above ; 
Accept the tribute children bring. 
Of* gratitude and love. 

2 To thee, each morning, when we rise, 
- Our early vows we pay ; 

And e'er the night haUi closed our eyes, 
We thank thee for the day. 

3 Our Saviour, ever good and kind, 

To us his word hath given ; 
That children, such as we, may find 
The path that leads to heaven. 

4 O Lord, extend thy g^ious hand, 
I To guide our erring youth ; 

And lead us to that blissful Wd, 
Where dwells eternal truth. 



5, 6. MORNING HYMN. 



5. Morning Hymn. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 Mt God, thou makest the sun to know 

His proper hoiur to rise, 
And, to give light to all below. 
Dost send him round the skies. 

2 When from thexhunbera of the east 

His morning race begins. 
He never tires, nor stops to rest, 
But round the world he shines. 

3 So, like the sun, would I fulfil 

The business of the day ; 
Be^n my work betimes, and still 
March on my heavenly way. 

4 Give me, O Lord, thine early grace. 

Nor let my soul complain. 
That the young morning of my days 
Has been consumed m vain. 



6. Evening Hymn. 9's & 8's M. 

GreenTille. 

1 Hauk ! T is the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's wearv children to repose, 
While, round the couch of nature falling, 
Gently the night's soft curtains close. 

2 Guard us. Oh Thou, that never sleepest. 

Thou, who, in silence throned above. 
Over thy slumb'ring children keepest 
A watch of glory, power and love. 



7, 8. EVENING HYMN. 

3 Soon o'er a world in sleep reclining, 

Numberless stars through yonder dark 
Shall look like eyes of seraphs, shining 
From out the veil that hides the ark. 

4 Grant that beneath thine eye, securely. 

Our souls from conscious life withdrawn, 
May, undisturbed, serenely, purely, 
Like sealed fountains rest tiU dawn. 



7. Evening Hymn. C. M. 

Stephens. Watt^. 

1 And now another day is gon^e, 

1 11 sing my Maker's praise. 
My comforts every hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

2 But how my childhood runs to waste ! 

My sins, how great theiir sum ! 
Lord, give me pardon for the past, 
And strength for days to come.' 

3 I lay my body down to sleep, 

Let angels guard my head; 
And, through the hours of darkness, keep 
Their watch around my bed. 

4 With cheerful heart I close my eyes, 

Since thou wilt not remove ; 
And in the morning let me rise, 
Rejoicing in thy love. 



8. Evening Hymn, S. M. 

^oylston. 
1 The day is past and gone , 
The evening shades appear ; 



EVBHINO HYMN. 9,' 10. 

• O may we all remember well, 
The night of death draws near. 

2. We lay our garments by, 
Upon our beds to rest ; 
So deaJ^ shall soon disrobe us all 
Of what we here possessed. 

3 Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure from all our fears ; 
May angels guard us while we sleep. 
Till morning light appears. 



9. Evening Hymn. L. M. 

Uxbridge. Pierpopt. 

1 Another day its course has run, 

And still, O God ! thy child is blest ; 
For thou hast been by day my sun, 
And thou wilt be by night my rest 

2 Sweet sleep descends, my eyes to close, 

And now, when all the world is still, 
I ffive mj body to repose, 
My spirit to my Fathei^s will. 



10. Evening Hymn. L. M. 

Hebron. Collier. 

1 Another fleeting day is gone ; 

Slow o^er the west the shadows rise ; 
Swifl the soft stealing hours have flown , 
And night's dark mantle veils the skies. 

2 Another fleeting day is ffone, 

Swept from Sie records of the year ; 
And still, with each successive sun, 
Life's fading visions disappear. 



11. THE AVTUMIf BVBNING. 

3 Another fleeting day is gone 

To join the ^ffitivee before ; 
And I, when life's employ is done, 
Shall sleep, to wake in time no more. 

4 Another fleeting day is gone ; 

But soon a ffoier day shall rise, 
A day, whose never setting sun 
Shall pour its light o'er cloudless skies. 

5 Another fleeting day is gone ; 

In solemn silence rest, my soul ! 
Bow down before his awfiil throne, 
Who bids the mom and evening rolL 

XL The Autumn Evening. C. M. 

Woodstock. W. B. O. Peabody. 

1 Behold the western evening light ! 

It melts in deep'ning^ sloom ; 
So calmly Christians sink away, 
Descending to the tomb. 

2 The winds breathe low ; the with'ring leaf 

Scarce whispers from the tree ; 
So gently flows the parting breath, 
When good men cease to be. 

3 How beautiful on all the hills 

The crimson light is shed ! 
T is like the peace the Christian gives 
To mourners round his bed. 

4 How mildly on the wandering cloud 

Tjie sunset beam is cast! 
T is like the mem'iy left behind 
When loved ones breathe their last 



MOBNING OR EVENING HTMN. 12,13. 

5 And now above the dews of night, 

The yellow star appears ; 

So faith springs in the breast of those, , 

Whose eyes are bathed in tears. I 

6 But soon the morning's happier light 

Its glory shall restore ; 
-And eyelidSj that are sealed in deaths ; 

Shall vake to close no more. ' 



12. Morning or Evening, L. M. 

Rockingham. Watts. 

1 Mt God, how endless is thy love ! 

Thy gifts are every evening new ; 
And morning mercies from above. 
Gently distil, like early dew. 

2 Thou spread'st the curtains of the ^ight. 

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours ; 
Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

3 I yield my powers to thy command ; 

To thee I would devote my days ; 
Perpetual blessings from thy hand 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 



13. Sdbbath Morning, C. M. 

Arlington. Watts. 

1 This is the day when Christ arose 

So early from the dead ; 
Why should t keep my eyelids closed. 
And waste my nours in bed ? 

2 To-day with pleasure. Christians meet, 

To pray and hear the word ; 



14,' 15. GOHMEKGIITG' HYMN. 

And I'wcfM go witii cheeifhl fbet 
To Icam thy will, O Lord. 

3 I '11 leave my aport to read and pray ; 
And so prepare for heaven : 
O may I love tliis blessed day 
The best of all the seven. 



14. Commencing Hymn, CM. 

^cterboro*. Kirke White. 

1 O Lord, another week is flown, 

And we, a youthful band. 
Are met once more before thy throne. 
To bless thy fostering hand. 

2 And wilt thou lend a listpping ear 

To praises low as ours ? 
Thou wilt ! for thou dost love to hear 
The song which meekness pours. 

3 Andj Jesus, thou thy smiles wilt deign, 

As in thy name we pray ; 
For tjiou didst bless the infant train, 
And we are weak as they. 



15. Comm^encing Hymn. L. M. 

Duke Street. 

1 God is so good that he will hear 

Whenever children humbly pray ;• 
He always lends a gracious ear 
To what the ypungest child may say. 

2 His own most holy book declares. 

That, as a tender father wiD, 
^ He listens to our lowly prayers. 

And what we ask will grant us still. 



QOMMENCING HTIKN. 16. 

3 He loves to hear a grateful tongue 
Thank him for all his mercies given ; 
And when on earth his praise is sung, 
The cheerful notes are heard in heaven. 



16. Commencing Hymn, 7's M. 

Wilmot. T. Gray, Jr. 

1 Suppliant, lo ! thy children bend, 

Father, for thy blessing now ; 
Thou canst teach us, guide, defend^ — 
We are weak. Almighty thou. 

2 With the peace thy word imparts, 

Be the taught and teacher blest; 
In their lives, and on their hearts, 
Father, be thy laws imprest 

3 Pour into each longing mind 

Light and knowledge from above ; 
Chanty for all mankind, — 
Trusting^faith, enduring love. 

4 Here, in joy*s triumphant day. 

Still mav grateful hearts arise. 
Bright with rapture's kindling ray. 
Purely, fondly to the skies. 

5 Here, in sorrow's chastening hour, 

Mav thy word its light difiuse ; 
Freshening as the vernal shower, 
^ Peaceful as the silent dews. 

I 

6 Grant us spirits lowly, pure. 

Errors pardon'd, sins forgive, 
Humble trust, obedience sure. 
Love to man, and faith in heaven. 



17, 18. COMMENCING HYMN. 



17' Commencing Hymn* ' L. M. 

Rockingham. 

1 When to the house of God we go, 

To hear his word, and sing his love ; 
We ought to worship him below, 
As saints and angeld do above. 

2 They stand before his presence now, 

And praise him better far than we, 
Who only at his footstool bow. 
And love him, though we cannot see. 

3 But God is present every where. 

And watches all our thoughts and ways ; 
He s«es who humbly join in pray'r. 
And who sincerely sing his praise. 

4 The trifiers too his eye can see. 

Who only »eem to take a part ; , 
They move the lip, and bei^ the knee, 
But do not seek him with the heart. 

5 O may we never trifle so. 

Nor lose the days our God hath given, 
But learn, by sabbaths here below, 
To spend eternity in heaven. 



18. Sahhaih Morning. L. M. 



©' 



Boylston. 

1 The night is past and gone, 

The Sabbath sun I see ; 
Now may I rise to ffeel lliy grace 
Again renewed to me. 

2 I humbly bow in prayer, 

A suppliant at thy throne ; 



THE SABBikTH. 19. 

Forgiveness seek for follies past. 
And all thy goodness own. 

3 O condescend to hear 

While I attempt to pray ; 
And guard me safe from harm and sin 
Tlm)agh all this Sahhath day. 

4 Let not my heart forget 

Thy kindness and thy love, 
Who gavest for us thy Son to die, 
That we might live above. 

5 O let thy word of grace 

My heart and mind employ ; 
And in the Sabbath school tills day 
May I its light enjoy. 



19. The Sabbath. ll's M. 

Hioton. 

1 How sweet is the Sabbath, the morning of rest; 
The day of the week which I surely love best; 
The morning mv Saviour arose from the tomb, 
And took from the grave all its terror and gloom. 

2 O let me be thoughtful and prayerful to-day, 
And not spend a moment in trifling or pla^ ; 
Remembering these seasons were graciously 

given 
To teach me to pray, and prepare me for heaven. 

3 In the house of my God, in his presence and 

fear, 
When I worship to-day, may it all be sincere ; 
In the school when I learn, may I do it with 

care, ' 
And be grateful to those who watch over me 

there. 



20, 21. THE SABBATH 

4 Instruct me, my Saviour ; — a child though I be, 
I am not too young to be noticed by thee ; 
Renew all my heart, keep me firm in thy ways : — 
I would love thee, and serve thee, and give thee 
the praise. 



20. The Sahhath, L. M. 

Hamburg. Stennett. 

1 Another six days' work is done. 

Another Sabbath is begun : 
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest, 
Improve the day Uiat God hath blest 

2 Come, thank the Lord, whose love assigns 

So sweet a rest to wearied minds ; 
Draws us away from earth to heaven. 
And gives this day the food of seven. 

3. O may our prayers and praises rise 
As grateful incense to the skies ; 
And draw from heaven that sweet repose, 
Which none but he who feels it knows. 

4 In holy duties may the day. 
In holy pleasures pass away ; 
How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend. 
In hope of one that ne'er shall end. 



21. Sunday Evening, L. M. 

Hebron. 

1 We 've passed another Sabbath day, 

And heard of Jesus and of heaven ; 
We thank thee. Father, and we pray 
That all our sins may be forgiven. 

2 May all we Ve heard and understood 

Be well remembered through the week, 



SABBATH EVBNINO IN SUMMEB. 22. 

And help to moke us wise and good. 
More humble, diligent and meek. 

3 So when our lives are finished here, 
And days and Sabbaths shall be o'er. 
May we in heaven in joy appear. 
And love and serve thee evermore. 



22« Sahhath Evening in Summer. L. M. 

Hebron. EdmestoB. 

1 Is there a time when moments flow 

More happily than all beside ? 
It is, of all the times below, 
A summer Sabbath's eventide. 

2 Oh ! then the settings sun shines fair ! 

And all below and all above, 
The various forms of nature wear 
One universal garb of love. 

3 And then the peace that Jesus beams, 

The life of grace, the death of sin. 

With nature's placid woods and streams 

Is peace without, and peace within. 

4 Deli^tful scene ! — a world at rest, — 

A God all love, — no grief, no fear, — 
A heavenly hope, — a peaceful breast,^— 
A smile unsullied by a tear. 

5 Delightful hour ! how soon will night 

Spread her dark mantle o'er thy reign ; 
And morrow's quick returning light 
Must call us to the world again 

6 Yet there will dawn at last a day, , 

A sun that never sets shall rise ; 
2 



28, 24. THE SABBATH. 

Niffht will not veil his ceaseless ray, 
The heavenly Sabbath never dies. 



23. The Sdbhath. L. M. 

Uxbridge. Mrs. Oilman. 

, 1 We bless Thee fbr this sacred day, 
Thou, who hast every blessing given. 
Which sends the dreams of earSi away. 
And yields a glimpse of opening heaven. 

2 Rich day of holv thoughtful rest, 
May we enjoy thy calm repose ; 
And, in thy service truly blest, 
Forget the world, its joys and woes. 

3 Lord ! may thy truth, upon the heart, 
Now fall and dwell as heavenly dew. 
And flowers of grace in freshness start, 
Where once the weeds of error grew. 

4 May prayer now lift her sacred wings. 
Contented with that aim alone, 

' Which bears her to the King of Kings, 
And rests her at his sheltering throne. 



24. Commencing Hymn, 8's & 7's M. 

Greenville. J. Taylor. 

1 Far from mortal cares retreating. 

Sordid hopes and fond desires, 

Here our willing footsteps meetmg. 

Every heart to heaven asj^ires. 

2 From the fount of glory beaming. 

Light celestial cheers our eyes ; 
« Mercy from above prQcIaiming 

Peace and pardon from the skies. 



SVENIN6 HTMN. 25^ 26. 

3 Who may share this great salvation P 

Every pare and humble mind ; 
Every kindred, tongue and nation, 
From the dross of guilt refined. 

4 Blessings all around bestowing, 

God withholds his care from none ; 
Grace and mercy ever flowing 
From the fountain pf his t&one. 

5 Lord, with favor still attend us ; , 

Bless us with thy wondrous love ; 
Thou, our sun and shield, defend us : 
All our hope is from above. 



25.. Evening Hymn. S. M. 

Olmutz. 

1 Thk sun has gone to rest, 

The bee forsakes the flower ; 
The young bird slumbers in its nest> 
Within the leafy bower. 

3 Where have I been this day ? 
Into what follies run ? 
Forgive me, Father, when I pray 
Through Jesus Christ, thy Son. 

3 When all my days are o'er. 
And in the tomb I rest, 
Oh may my ransom'd spirit soar 
Up to a Saviour's breast 



26. Closing Hymn. 8's & 7's M. 

Sicily. 
1 Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Hope and comfort firom above : 



27, 28. CLOSING hymn; 

Let lis each, thy peace possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 

For thy gospel's joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of tny salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound. 

3 Make us gentle, kind and lowly ; 

Teach us, Father, by thy word, 
How we may be good and holy. 
Like to Jesus Christ our Lord. 



27. Closing Hymn. L. M. 

Wells. 

1 Father, once more let grateful praise 

And humble prayer to thee ascend ; 
Thou Guide ana Guardian of our ways, 
Our early and our only Friend. 

2 Since every day and hour that's gone 

Has been with mercy richly crown'd, 
Mercy, we know, shall still flow on. 
Forever sure, as time rolls round. 

3 Hear then the parting prayers we pour. 

And bind our hearts in love alone ; 
And if we meet on earth no more, * 
May we at last surround thy throne. 



2a Benediction, J8's & 7's M. 

Sicily. 

1 Mat the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundless love, 
With the' holy Spirit's fayor, 
Itesit upon us from above. 



DOXOLOGY. 29, 30. 

I 

2 Thus may we abide in unidn 
Witb each other and the LoTd ; 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth caikiot aficffd. 



29. Doxology, ' L. M. 

Old Hundred. WatU. ^ 

1 From 'all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 

Let the Redeemer's name be sung, 
Thro' every land, by every ton^e. ' 

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal truth attends thy word ; 

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shpre, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 



30. Songs of Praise. 7's M. 

Wilmot. Montgomery. 

1 SoNos of pridse the angels sang, 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang. 
When Jehovah's work begun. 
When he spake and it was done. 

2 Songs of praise awoke tiie mom. 
When the Prince of peace was bom ; 
Songs of praise arose, when he 
Captive led captivity. 

3 Heaven and earth must pass away. 
Songs of praise shall crown that day ; 
God will make new heavens and earth. 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 

4 And will man alone be dumb, 
Till that glorious kingdom come ? 

2* 



31. PRAISE FOR CRBATI0X9.' 

No : the church delights to niafi 
Psalms, and hymns, and songs of praise. 

5 Saints below, with heart and voice, 
Still in songs' of praise rejoice ; 
Learning here by faith and love 
Songs of praise to sing above. 

6 Borne upon their latest breath, 
Songs of praise shall conquer death ; 
Then amidst eternal joy, 

Songs of praise their powers employ. 



31. Praise for Creation and Provi- C. M. 
, dence. 

Ballerina. Watts. 

1 I SING the mighty power of God 

That made the mountains rise ; 
That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And built the lofty skies, 

2 I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day'; 
The moon shines full at nis command. 
And all the stars obey. 

3 I sin^ the goodness of the Lord, 

Who fills the earth with food ; 
He formed the creatures by his word. 
And then pi^onounced them good. 

4 Lord, how thy wonders are displayed, 

Where'er I turn my eye ! 
If I survey the ground I tread; 
Or gaze upon the sky ! 



GOODNESS OF GOD IN HIS WORKS. 32, 33. 

5 There 's not a plant or flower below, 
But raakes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 
By order from thy throne. 



32. Goodness of God in his works, C. M. 

Ballerme. 

1 There 's not a tint that paints the rose,' 

Or decks the lily fair, 
Or streaks the humblest flower that grows, 
But God has placed it there. 

2 There 's not of grass a simple blade, 

Or leaf of lowliest mien, 
Where heavenly skill is not displayed. 
And heavenly wisdom seen. 

3 There 's not a star whose twinkling light 

Illumes the spreading earth ; 
There *8 not a cloud, or dark, or bright, 
But mercy gave it birth. 

4 Then wake, my soul, and sing his name. 

And all his praise rehearse, 
Who spread abroad earth's glorious frame, 
' And made the universe. 



33. Praise, 7's M. 

Wilmot. Mrs. Follen, 

1 PrIise to God ; ,oh ! let us raise 
From our hearts a song of praise ; 
Of that goodness let us sin^ 
Whence our lives and blessings spring. 

2 Praise to Ilira who made the light, 
Praise to Him who gave ua sight ! 



34. GOD Otm BEST FRIEMD. 

Prdse to Him who formed the ear! 
Will He not his children hear ? 

3 Praise Him for pur happy hoqrs, 
Praise Him for our various powers, 
For these thoughts that soar above, 
For these hearts he made for love. — 

4 For the voice He placed within, 
Bearing witness when we sin ; 
Praise to Him whose tender care 
Keeps the watchful guardian there. 

5 Praise the merey, that did send 
Jesus for our guide and friend ; 
Praise Him, every heart and voice, 
Him who makes the world rejoice. 



34. God our best friend. C. M. 

Medfield. Mrs. Folfen. 

1 It was my heavenly Father's love 

Brought everjr being forth ; 
He made the shining worlds above, 
And every thing on earth.. 

2 Each lovely flower, the smallest fly. 

The sea, the waterfall, 
The bright green fields, the clear blue sky, — 
'T is God that made them all. 

3 He gave -me all my friends, and taught 

My heart to love them well, 
And he bestowed the power of thought, 
And speech my thoughts to tell. 

4 My father and my mother dear, — 

He is their father too ; 



35. CHILD^S £V£NING HYMN. 

He^bids me all'their precepts hear, 
And all they teach me, 40. 

5 God sees and hears me all the day, 

And mid the darkest niffht ; 
He views me when I disobey, 
And when I act aright 

6 He guards me with a parent's care 

When I am all alone ; 
My hymns of praise, my humble prayer, 
He hears them every one. 

7 God heara what I am saying now : 

Oh ! what a wondrous thought ! 
My heavenly Father, teach me how 
To love thee as I ought 



35. A Child's Evening Hymn, C. M. 

ClareDdon.- Mrs. FoUen. 

1 How beautiful the setting sun ! 

The clouds how bright and gay ! 
The stars appearing one by one. 
How beautiful are they 1 - 

2 And when the moon climbs up the sky, 

And sheds her gentle light. 
And hangs her crystal lamp on high, 
How beautiful is night ! 

3 And can it be I am possessed 

Of something brighter far? 
Glows there a light within this breast, 
Outshining every star.^ 

4 Yes, should the sun and stars turn pale, 

The mountains melt away. 



36: 



GOD OUR SBEPBEBP. 

This flame within shall never fiul, 
But live in endless daj. 

5 This is the soul that God has given,-^ 
Sin may its lustre dim ; 
While fifoodness bears it up to heaven, 
And leads it back to him. 



36. God our Shepherd. ll's M. 

Portuguese Hymn. MontgDmery. 

1 l^HE Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I 

know; 
I feed in men pastures, safe folded I rest ; 
He leadeu my soul where the still waters flow ; 
Restores me when wandering, redeems when 

oppressed. 

2 t*hrou^h the valley and shadow of death though 

1 stray, 
Smce thou art mv guardian, no evil I fear ; 
Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay, 
No harm can befal, with my Comforter near. j 

3 In the midst of aflSiiction, my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth 

o'er; 
With perfume and oil thou anointest my head ; 

what shall I ask of thy Providence more ? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 
Still foUow my steps, till I meet thee above ; 

1 seek, by the path which my forefathers trod. 
Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingd(^ 

of love. 



TRUST IN GOD. 37, 38. 



87. Trust in God. C. M 

Brattle Street. H. M. Williams. 

1 Whilst Thee I seek, protecting Power 1 

Be my vain wishes stilled ; 

AdcI may this consecrated honr 

With better hopes be filled. 

2 Thy love .the power of thought bestowed, 

To thee my thoughts would soar ; 
Thy mercy c?er my life has flowed ; 
That mercy I adore. 

3 In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I see ! 
£ach blessing* to my soul more dear. 
Because conferred by thee. 

4 In every joy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in praise. 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

5 When gladness wings my favored hour. 

Thy love my thoughts shall fill ; 
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower. 
My soul shall meet thy will. 

6 My lifted eye without a tear 

The gathering storm shall see ; 
My stedfast heart shall know no fenr ; 
That heart shall rest on thee ! 



38. Praise. 8's & 7's M 

Qreenville. 

1 Praise the Lord ! ye heavens, adore him ; 
Praise him, angels in the height ; 



39. GOD Ol^R FBESERVEB. 

Sun and moon, rejoice befpre hiin ; 
Praise hiin, all ye stars of light ! 

2 Praise the Lord, for he hath spoken ; 

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws, which never can be broken, 
For their guidance he hath made. 

3 Praise the Lord, for he is glorious ; 

Never shall his promise fail ; 
God hath made his saints victorious, 
Sin and death shall not prevail. 

4 Praise the God of our salvation ; ' 

Hosts on high his power proclaim; 
Heaven, and earth, and all creation, 
Praise and magnify his name. 



39. God our Preserver, H. M. 

Stow. Watts. 

1 Upward I lift mine eyes, 

From God is all my aid ; 
The God that built the skies. 
And earth and nature made : — 

He is the tower 

To which I fly; 

His grace is nigh 

In every hour. 

2 My feet shall never slide, 

Nor fall in fatal snares, 
Since God, my guard and guide. 
Defends me from my fears. 

Those wakeful eyes. 

Which never sleep, 



THE lord's day, 40. 

Shall Israel keep, 
When dangers rise 

3 No burning heat by day, 

Nor blasts of evening air, 
Shall take my health away. 
If God be with me there. 

Thou art my sun, 

And thou my shade, 

To guard my head. 

By night or noon. 

4 Hast thou not given thy word 

To save my soul from death ? 
And I can trust my Lord 
To keep my mortal breath. 

I '11 go and come. 

Nor fear to die, 

Till from on high 

Thou call me home. 



40. The Lord's Bay, 7's M, 

Pleyol's Hymn. 

1 Maker of the Sabbath day, 
Teach us how to praise and pray ; 
Thou this blessed day hast given. 
To prepare our souls for heaven. 

2 Ruler of the earth and sky, 
Lord of all below, or high ; 
Make the young, as well as old. 
Sheep of our Redeemer's fold. 






41, 42. 600DNBSS OF GOD, 

3 Friend of children, hear our prayer; 
Let no trifling feeling dare 
Steal the precious hours awav, 
Of this sacred Sabbath day. 



41. Goodness of God. L. M. 

Hebron. Mrs. FoUen. 

1 God, thou art good ! each perfumed flower, 
The waving field, the dark green wood, 
The insect fluttering for an hour, — 

All things proclaim that God is good. 

2 I hear it in each bre9.th of wind ; 
The hilhi that have for ages stood, 
And clouds with gold and silver lined. 
All still repeat that God is good. 

3 Each little rill, that many a year 
Has the same verdant path pursued. 
And every bird, in accents clear, 
Joins in the song that God is good. 

4 The countless hosts of twinkling stars, 
That sing his praise with light renewed ; 
The rising sun each day declares, 

In rays of glory, God is good. 

5 The moon that walks in brightness, says 
That God is good ! and man, endued 
With power to speak his Maker's praise. 
Should still repeat that God is good. 



42. God is Love. C. P. M. 

Aithlone. ' Rev. H.. Moore. 

1 Mr God! thy boundless love I praise; 
How bright on high its glories blaze ! 
How sweetly bloom below ! 



INVOCATION. '48. 

It streams from tbioe eternal throne ; 
Through heaven its joys forever run, 
And o'er the earth they flow. 

2 T is love that paints the purple mom, 
And bids the clouds in air upborne, 

I Their genial drops distil : 
In every^ vernal beam it glows, 
And breathes in every gde that blows, 
And glides in every rill. 

3 It robes in cheerful green the ground, 
And pours its flowery beauties round, 

Whose sweets p^ume the gale ; 
Its bounties richly spread the plain, 
The blushing fruit, me golden grain, 

And smiles in every vale. 

4 But in thy word we see it shine 
With grace and glonr more divine. 

Proclaiming sins rorgiven ; 
There faith, bright cherub, points the way 
To realms of everlasting day. 

And opens all her heaven. 

5 Then let the love, that makes me blest, 
With cheerful praise inspire my breast. 

And ardent gratitude ; 
And all my thoughts and passions tend 
To thee, my Father and my Friend, 

My soul^ eternal good. 



43. Invocation, 6's 6& 4's M. 

Italian Hymn. 
1 Come, thou Almighty King ! 
Help us thy name to sin? ! 
Help us to praise ! 



44. PRAISE. 

Father, all-giorious. 
O'er all victorious, 
Come and reign over ub, 
Ancient of days ! 

2 Come, thou all^gracious Lord ! 
By heaven and earth adored, 

Our prayer attend ! 
Come, and thv children bless ; 
Give thy good word success ; 
Make thine own holiness 

On us descend. 

3 Never from us depart; 
Rule thou in every heart, 

Hence, evermore ! 
Thy sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see, 
And to eternity 

Love and adore. 



44. Praise. L. M. 

Ward. Doddridge. 

1 God of my life ! through all its days 

My grateful powers shall sound thy praise ; 
The song shall wake with opening light, 
And warble to the silent night 

2 When anxious cares would break my rest, 
And grief would tear my throbbing breast. 
Thy tuneful praises raised on high, ' 
Shall check the murmur and the sigh. 

3 When death o'er nature shall prevail, 
And all the powers of language fail, 

Joy through my swimming eyes shall break, 
And mean the thanks I cannot speak. 



GOD— OTTE TATHER. 45, 46. 

4 But O ! when that last conflict *s o'er, 
And I am chained to flesh no more, 
With what glad accents shall I rise 
To join the music of the skies ! 



46. God — our Faiher. L. M. 

Wells. 

1 Great God ! and wilt thou condescend 
To me my Father and my Friend ? 

I hut a child, and thou so high, 
The Lord of earth, and air, and sky ? 

2 Art thou my Father ?. Canst thou bear, 
To hear my poor, imperfect prayer ? 
Or stoop to listen to the praise 

That such a little one can raise ? 

3 Art thou my Father ?— Let me be 
A meek, obedieut child to thee. 
And try, in every deed and thought, 
To serve and please thee as I ought 

4 Art thou my Father? — ^I 'D depend 
Upon the care of such a friend, 
And only wish to do and be, 
Whatever seemefh good to thee. 

5 Art thou my Father ? — ^Then, at last. 
When all my days on earth are past. 
Send down, and take me, in thy love, 
To be thy better child above. 



46. God evtry where, C. M. 

Medfield. 
1 Almiohti^ God ! thy gracious power 
On every hand I see ; 
8* 



47. OMMIFBESENCE OF GOD. 

O jnay the blessingB of each hoar 
Lead all my thoughts to thee ! 

2 If, on the wings of morn, I speed 

To earth's remotest boand. 
Thy hand will there my footsteps lead, 
Thy love my path surround. 

3 Thy power is in the ocean deeps. 

And reaches to the skies ; 
Thine eye of mercy never sleeps. 
Thy goodness never dies. 

4 From mom till noon, till latest eve. 

The hand of God I see ; 
And all the blessings I receive. 
Ceaseless proceed from thee. 

5 In all the varying scenes of time 

On thee my hopes depend ; 
Through every age, in every clin^. 
My Father ana my Friend ! 



47.^ Omnipresence of God. L. M. 

Duke Street. 

1 Among the deepest shades of night, 
Can there be one who sees my way ? 
Yes, God is like the shining light. 
That turns the darkness into day. 

2 When every eye around me sleeps, 
May I not sin without control ? 

No ; for a constant watch he keeps 
^ On every thought of every soul. 

3 Tf I could find some cave unknown, 
Where human feet have never trod, - 



GoiNC^ TO churchI 48, 49. 

Yet there I conld not be alone ; 
On every side, there would be God. 

4 He smiles in heaven, he rules in hell ; 
He fills the air, the earth, the sea! : 
I must within Ms presence dweU, 
I cannot from his presence flee. 



48. Going to Church. 7's M. 

Duke Street. , Montgomery. 

1 To thy temple I repair ; 
Lord, I love to worship there ; 
While thy glorious praise is sung, 
Touch my lips, unloose my tongue. 

2 While the prayers of saints ascend, 
God of love, to mine attend ; 
While I hearken to thy law. 

Fill my soul with humble awe. 

3 While thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon in thy name, 
Through their voice, by fait|i may I 
Hear uiee speaking from on high. 

4 From tliy house when I return. 
May my heart within me burn ; 
Ana at evening let me say, 

" I have walked with God to-day." 



49. Thou^ God, seest me, C. M, 

Dundee. Watts. 

I Ik all my vast concerns with thee, 
In vain my soul would try 
To shun thy presence, XArd, or flee 
The. notice of thine eye. 



50, 51. THE LOBD^fif PSA7ER. 

3 Thine all sorroundiiig sight surveys 
My rising and my rest, 
My public walks, my private ways, 
The secrets of my breast 

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 

Before they 're formed within ; 
And ere my lips pnmounce the word, 
He knows the sense I mean. 

4 Oh! wondrous knowledge, deep and high! 

Where can a creature hide ? 
Within thy circling armi; I lie, 
Beset on every side. * 

5 So let thy grace surround me still, 

And like a bulwark prove, 
To guard my soul from every ill, 
Secured by sovereign love. 



50. TAe hordes Prayer. ll's M. 

HiatoB. 

1 Our Father in heaven, we hallow thy name ! 
May thy kingdom holy on earth be the same ! 
O ^ve to us daily our portion of bread ; 

It IS from thy bounty that all must be fed. 

^^ ■ 

2 Forgive our transgressions, and teach us to know 
That humble compassion, that pardons each foe. 
Keep us from temptation, from weakness and sin, 
And thine be the glory forever. — ^Amen. 



51. The hordes Prayer. L. M. 

Medway. 

1 OuB Father, full of grace divine, 
To thy great name be praises paid ; 



PRAYER. * 62. 

Thy kingdom come, tfay glory shine, 
And be thy will on earth obeyed. 

2 Give us onr bread from day to day, 

And all our wants do thou su])ply ; 
With gospel truth feed us, we pray. 
That we may never faint or die. 

3 Extend thy grace, our hearts renew. 

Our. each offence in love forgive ; 
'Teach us divine forgiveness too, 
And let us free from evil live. 

4 For thine 's the kingdom, and the power, 

And all the glory waits thy name ; 
Let every land thy grape adore. 
And sound a long and loud Amen. 

52. Pray&r. 7's & 6'^ M. 

Missionary Hymn. 

1 Go, when the morning shineth, 

* Go, when the moon is bnght, 
Go, when the eve declineth, ' 

Go, in the hush of night ; 
Go, with pure mind and feeling. 

Fling earthly thought away. 
And in thy chamber kneeling. 

Do thou in secret pray. 

2 Remember all who love thee. 

All who are loved by thee. 
Pray too, for those who hate thee. 

If any such there be : 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim, 
And link with each petition 

Thy great Redeemer's name. 



6H, FBAY£B. 

3 O, ift is e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray. 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee, 

When fiiends are round tby way, 
E'en then the silent breathing 

Thy spirit raised above. 
Will reach his throne of gloiy, 

Who is Mercy, Truth, and Lave. 

4 Oh ! not a joy nor blessing 

With this ean we compare, 
The power that he hath given us 

To pour our souls in prayer ! 
Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness^ 

Bef(M« his footstool fall. 
Remember, ^n thy gladness, 

His love who gave thee^all. 



53, Prayer. C. M, 

Woodstock. 

1 WHEjf daily I kneel down to pray. 

As I am taught to do, 
God will not answer what I say. 
Unless I feel it too. 

2 Some idle play, or childish toy. 

Can Send my thoughts abroad ; 
Though it should be my greatest joy 
To love and seek the Lord. 

3 O, let me never, never dare 

To act the trifler's part, 
Or think that God will hear a prayer 
Which comes not from the heart 

4 But if I make his ways my choice, 

As holy children do, 
Then while I seek him with my voice, 
My heart will love him too. 



PRAYER. 54, 55. 

54. Prayer. C. M. 

Arlington. Montgomery. 

1 pRATSR is the soul's sincere desire, 

Unuttered or expressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire. 
That trembles in the breast * 

2 Fnyer is the simplest form of speech. 

That iid^int lips can try ; 
Prarer, the sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

3 O thou, by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way, 
The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 



55. A Child^s Evening Prayer. C. M. 

Ballerina. Barton. 

1. Before I close my eyes in sleep, 
Lord, hear my evemn^ prayer ; 
And deign a helpless child to keep. 
By thy protecting care. 

2 The little birds, that sing all day. 
In many a leafy wood, 
By thee are clothed in plumage gay. 
By thee supplied with food. 

3. And iirhen at night they ^jease to sing, 
Bj thee protected still, 
Their young ones sleep beneath their wing. 
Secure from every ill. 

4 Thi» wilt Thou guard with gracious arm 
The aottch whereon I lie. 



56* 57. ' A child's pk^yetl- 

And keep thy child from every harm / 
Beneath thy watchful eye. 

' 5 For night; and day to thee are one, 
The helpless are thy care ; 
And we are sure, through thy dear Son, 
Thou he^'st an infant prayen * 



56. A Child's Prayer, C. M. 

ArltiigtOR. 

1 See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand, 
' With all-engaging charms : 

Hark, how he calls Sie tender lamhs, 
And folds them in his arms. 

2 ^ Permit them to approach," he cries, 

Nor scotn their humble name, 
For 't was to bless such souls as these. 
The Lord of angels came. 

3 Ye little flock, with pleasure hear, 

Ye children, seek his face. 
And fly witli transport to receive 
The blessings of his grace. 



57. The heart'Searching God. L. M. 

Uxbridge. W. B. 0. Peabody. 

1 High in the heavens God dwells alone, 
And glorious light surrounds his throne ; 
No night is there,^-hi8 piercing eye 
Looks through the darkness of the sky. 

2 Before the tongue the mind declares, 

He knows our thoughts, designs and cares ; 
In daily toil and evening rest. 
He sees the secrets, of our breast 



ENCOmUfirSMENT TO PKAY. 



3 He sens tu iatSBting cbHiren weep 
Far in the desert and the deep; 

He gives them strength when hope departs. 
And heals the sorrows of their hearts. 

4 He keeps the book of life, and ihete 
Writes every wish and eveiy prtLJrer, 
There keeps oar crimes azid follies p^t 
IVtisein judgment at the iasL 



58. Encouragement to Pray. P. M. 

J. Taylor. 

1 I saV the glorious sun arise 

Prom yonder tnodntain grey ; 
And as he travelled' through tfie'feklds, 

The datkn^ss fled away ^ 
And all arottnd ihe was* So 1>right, 
1 wished it would be always U^ht 

2 But when his shiniiig course 'was done, 

The gentle moon drew nigh, 
And stars came twiflkling one t)y one, 

Upon |bhe shady sky. . 

Who made the sun to shine so far, 
The moon and every twinkling star ? 

3 God made the sun that blazes high. 

The moon mor^ pale and dim. 
And all the stars that fill the sky 

Are made and ruled by hun \ 
And yet a child may ask his care, 
And call upon his name in prayer. 

4 And this large world of ours below, 

The waters and thejand, 
With all thi^ trees an^ flowers that grow, 
Were fashioned by his hand ; 

4 



80. PRAYEB FOR WISDOM. 

And yet this God. will condescend 
To be a little infant's friend. 

5 O yes, when little children cry, 
He hearkens to their prayer ; 
His throne of grace is always nigh, 

And I will venture there ; 
I '11 go, depending on his word. 
And seek his grace through Christ our Lord. 



59. Prayer for Wisdom. C. M. 

Dundee. Montgomery. 

1 ALMieHTT God, in humble prayer 

To thee our souls we lift ; 
Do thou x)ur waiting minds prepare 
For thy most needful gift. 

V 

2 We ask not golden streams of wealth, 

Along our path to flow ; 
We ask not undecaying health. 

Nor length of years below. 

» 

3 We ask not honors, which an hour 

May bring and take away ;, 
We ask not pleasure, pomp, or power, 
Lest we should go astray/ 

4 We ask for wisdom ; — ^Lord, impart 

The knowledge how to live ; 
A wise and understanding heart 
. To all before thee give. 

5. The young remember thee in youth. 
Before 9ie evil days ! 
The old be guided by thy truth 
In wisdom's pleasant ways ! 



I 

LORD, RBMEl^BER ME. 60, 61. 

60. Lord, remember me, C. M. 

Ballemni. 

1 Soon as my youthful lips can speak 

Their feeble prayer to thee, 
O let my heart thy favor seek, — 
Good Lord, remember me. 

2 From every sin that wounds the heart 

May I be taught to flee ; 
Oh ! bid them all from me depart ; 
Good Lord, remember me. 

3 Wllen with life's heavy load opprest, 

1 bend the trembling knee, 
Then give my troubled spirit rest, — 
' Good Lord, remember me. 

4 Oh ! let me on the bed of death 

Thy great salvation see ; 
And pray with my expiring breath, — 
Good Lord, remember me. 



61. Early Piety, C. M. 

Ballenna. Heber. 

1 Bt cool Siloam's shady rill. 

How sweet the lily grows ! 
How sweet the breath oeneath the hill 
Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

2 Lo ! such the child whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet. 
Is upward drawn to God I 

3 By cool Siloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 



The rose that blooms beneath the hill 
'Must shoctly fade, a^v^ay* 

4 And Sgpxiy too soon^ the wintry hour 
Of man*s inaturer a^, '^ - ' ' 
WUl shake the soul with sorrowfs jK)wer|. 
And stormy passion's rage ! 

B O Thouj whofie infant feet were found 

Within thy tatH|eir's shrine, ' 

Whose ypars, with changeless vjrtne crowded, 
Were all alike divine^ 

6 Dependant on ,thy , bounteous breath, 
We seek thy g^tace iilone,. 
In childhood, manhood, age and death, 
To keep us still thine oWn.; 



62. Early Piety, H/M. 

Stow. 

1 When little Samuel woke^ 

And heard his leaker's voice, 
At every word he spoke. 

How much did he rejoice ! 
p .blessed, happy child, to find 
The God of heaven so near aod kiod^ 

2 If :God would speak to me, 

And say he was my friend. 
How happy should I be ! 

O,: how would I attend ! 
The smallest sin J then should fea^,> 
If;Gp^^mighty weresp^ea,)^* 

3 And does he hever speak ? 

O yes ! for in his word 
He bids me come aodse^k 



\ ' £ASLT PIBTY. 88* 

The God whom Samuel beard ; 
In almost every page I see, 
The God of Samuel calls to me. 

4 And I, beneath his care, 

May safely rest my head ; 
I know that God is there, 

To guard my humble bed : 
And every sin I well may fear, 
Since God Almighty is so near. 

5 Like Samuel, let me say. 

Whene'er I read his word, 
" Speak, Lord, I would obey 

The voice that Samuel heard ;" 
And when I in thy house appear, 
Speak, for thy servant waits to hear. 



(53. Early Piety. . L. M 

Rockiagham. Cawood. 

1 In Israel's fane, by silent ni^t, 

The lamp of God was burning bright ; 
And there, by viewless angels kept, 
Samuel, the child, securely slept 

2 A voice unknown the stillness broke ; 
"Samuel!" it called, and thrice it spoke ; 
He rose : he asked whence came the word ? 
Prom Eli ? No — ^it was the Lord. 

3 Thus early called to serve his God, 
In paths of righteousness he trod ; 
Prophetic visions fired his breast, 
And all the chosen tribes were blest 

4 Speak, Lord ! and, from our earliest days, 
Incline our hearts to love thy ways ; 

4» 



M, 65. JUXLT TXBSY. 

Tby rwakemng' voke faath' veiched our ear ; 
Speak, Lordy'to us ; tby seirants hear. 



64. Early Piety. C. M. 

Litchfield. 

1 In the soft season of thy youth, 

In nature^s smiling hloom, ' 

Ere age arrive, and trembling wait 
Its summons to the tomb, 

2 Remember thy Creator, God ! 

For him thy powers employ ; 
Make him thy fear, tiiy love, thy hope, 
Thy confidence, thy joy. 

3 He shall defend and guide thy course 

Through life's uncertain sea, . 
* Till thou art landed on the shore 
Of blessed eternity. 

. 4 Then «eek.tbe Lord betimes, andiifaDtee 
The pathtif heavenly, tnitii:^ — 
The earth aflbrds no lovelier sight, 
Than a religbus youth. 

65. Early Piety, C. M. 
Ballenaa. 'Watu. 

1 Hapft the child, whose darly years 

Receive instruction well ; 
Who hates the sinnei^s path, and fears 
The road that leads to heU. 

2 When we devote our youth to €rod, 

'T is pleasing in his eyes ; 
A flower when offered in tiie bud 
Is no vain sacrifice. 



THE WAT^ OF WISDOM. ' 66* 

3 T is easier work if w» begin 

To fear the Lcyrd betimes, 
Wlule Binners, who grow old ia ein^ 
Are hardened in their cnmes. 

4 T will save ud from a thousand snares 

To mind religion young ; 
Gtsace will preserve our following years, 
And make our virtues strong. 

5 To thee, Almighty God, to thee 

Our childhoiod we resign ; 
T will please us to look back, and see 
That onr whole lives were Chine. 

6 Let the sweet work of prayer and {iraise 

Employ our youngest breath ; — 
Thus we're prepared for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 



66. Tht Ways of Wisdom. C. M. 

Litch^eld. 

1 How happ^ is the child, who hears 

Instruction's faithful voice, 
And who celestial wisdom msikes 
His early, only choice ! 

2 For she has treasures greater far 

Than east or west imfold ; 
And her rewards more precious are 
Than all their stores of gold. 

3 She guides the young with innocence 

In pleasure's path to tread } 
- A crown of ffloiy she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 



67, 68. THE BIBLE^ 

4 According as her labors rise, 
So her rewards increase ; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace. 

67. The Bible. CM. 

Peterboro'. Watts* 

1 How shall the youn^ secure their hearts, 

And guard their Jives from sin ? 
Thy word the. choicest rules impartis, 
To Jf eep the conscience clean. 

2 When once it enters to the mind, 

It spreads such light abroad, 
The meanest souls instruction find. 
And raise their thoughts to God. 

3 T is like the sun, a heavenly light, 

That guides us all the day ; 
And, through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. ' 

4 Thy word is everlasting truth ; 

How pure is every page ! 
That holy book shall guide our youth. 
And well support our age. 



68. The Bible. CM 

ClareDdoQ. Cowper. 

1 The Spirit breathes upon the word, 
I And brings the truth to sight ; 

Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light 



2 A 



fiflory ^ds the sacred pagef 
Majestic like the sun ! 



It ffives a ligh(^ to eyeiy age ; 
Ugive?, but borrows none. 

3 The hand that gave it still supplies 

Tjhe gracious light and heat ; 
Its tnrtiis upon the nation rise, 
Thoy rise, but never set 

4 Let everlasting thanks be thine^ 

For snch a bright display, 
Aa makes a world of darkness slmie 
With beams of heavenly day. 

5 My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of him I love. 
Till glory break upon my view 
In brighter worlds above. 

69. Prophecy and Inspiration. L. M. 

Duke Street. Watts. 

1 'T WAS by an orMer from the Lord, 
The ancient p^^ophets spoke his word ; 
His Spirit did their tongues inspire, 
And warmed their .hearts with holy fire. 

V 

2 The works and wonders which they wrought 
Confirmed the messages they brought; 
The prophet's pen succeeds his breath, 

To save the holy words from death. 

3 Great God ! mine eyes with wonder look 
On the blest volume of thy book ; 
There my Redeemer's face I see, 

And read his name who died for me. 

4 Let the false raptures of the mind 
Be loj^ and vanished in the wind ; 
Here I can fix my hope secure ; 
This is thy word, and must endure. 



70, 71. REMEMBER THY CREATOR. 



70. Remember thy Creator. Vs & 6'8 M. 

Yarmoutb. 

1 Remember thy' Creator, 

While youth's fair spring is bright. 
Before thy cares are greater, 

Before comes age's night; 
While yet the sun shines o'er thee, 

While stars the darkness cheer. 
While life is all before thee, 

Thy great Creator fear. 

2 Remember thy Creator, 

Before the^ dust returns 
To earth, its kindred nature, 

And life's last ember bums, — 
Before, with God who gave it, 

The spirit shall appear, — 
He cries, who died to save it, ^ 

Thy great Creator fear. 



71. Trust in God. C. M. 

Clarendon. 

1 Now that my journey 's just begun, 

My road so little trod, 
I '11 come, before I further run. 
And give myself to God. 

2 What sorrows may my steps attend, 

I never can foretell ; 
But if the Lord will be my friend, 
I know that all is well. 

3 If all my earthly friends should die. 

And leave me mourning here. 
Since God can Kear the orphans cry, 
O what have I to fear ? 



A CBILD^S FRA7BE. 72, 73* 

4 If I am poor, he can supply. 

Who has ray table spread, 
Who feeds the ravens when they cry, 
And fills his poor with bread. 

5 If I am rich, he '11 guard my heart. 

Temptation to withstand ; 
And make me willing to impart 
The bounties of his hand, 

6 But. Lord, whatever grief or ill ' 

For me may be in store, 
Make me submissive to thy will, 
And I Would ask no more. 



72. A Child's Prayer. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 Lord, teach a little child to pray. 

And O accept my prayer ; 
Thou canst hear all the words I say. 
For thou art everywhere. 

2 A little sparrow cannot fall 

Unnoticed, Lord, by thee ; 
And though I am so young and small, 
Thou dost take care of me. 

3 Teach me to do whatt e'er is right, 

And when I sin, forgive ; 
And make it still my chief delight 
To serve thee while I live. 



73. The Example of Jems. 7*s M. 

Turin. 

1 Jesus, when a little child, 

Taught us what we ought to b 



^4. TBE EXa'MFLS of 'jtSVB* 

t 

Holy, harmlcs9,'ttnd6filed, 

Was the Saviour's infiincy : 
All the Father's fflory shone 
In the person of nis »6^ 

2 Asr in age and str6n jth He grew, 

Heavenly wisdom filled £is breast ; 
Crowds attentive round him drew, 

Wonderinff at their infant gnfest; 
Gazed upon his beaming face, 
Saw him fijU of truth and grace. 

3 In Ms heavenly FatteryiK|rise, 

Jesus lovefd to spend Ms idays ; 
There he paid -his twlemn vows. 

There proclaimed his feather's praise r 
Thus it was his lot to gain 
Favor both with God and man. 

4 Father, gtride our stepJ^right 

In the way that Jesus trbd ; 
May it be our chief ddight 

To obey thy will, O God ! 
Then to us shall soon be^Ven 
Endless bliiSs witli OWst'in Kislav^. 



74. The Example of Jesus. C. M, 

Ballerma. Enii^d. 

1 Behold where, in a mortal form, 

Appears each grace divine ; 
The virtues all in Jesus met, 
WitB mildest radiance shine. 

2 To spread the rays of heavenly light, 

To ^ive the mourner joy. 
To, preach ^ad tidings to the poor, 
Was bis^ divine emp!^. 



POItOlVENfiSS OF INJURIES. W' 

3 'Mtd»t k^n refyroach imd eirtier^cdrn, 

Patient and meek he stood ; 
His foes ungrateful sought his life ; 
He labored for llieir good. 

4 In the last hour of deep distress, 

Before his Father's throne, 
With soul jresigned, he bowed, and said, 
" Thy will, not mine, be done !" 

5 Be Christ our pattern and our guide ! 

His image may we bear ! 
O may we tread his holy steps, 
His joy and g^ory share ! 



75. JesxL8^-ihe Example of Forgive' O. M 

, ness. 
Medfield. J. Tayfor. 

1 When, for scnne little insult given, 

My angry passions rise, 
1 11 think how Jesus came from heaven, 
And bore his injuries. 

2 He was insulted every day. 

Though all his words were kind ; 
But nothing men could do or say 
Disturbed his heavenly mind. 

3 Not all the wicked scoffs he heard 

Against the truths he taught, 
Excited one reviling word, 
* Or one revengeful thought 

4 And when upon the cross he bled, 

With aJl his foes in view, 
" Father, forgive their sins," he said ; 
" They know not what they da* 

6 



76, 77. THE EXV^MFLE OF JESUS. 

5 Blest Jesus, may I leani of thee 
My temper to amend ; 
And speak the pardoning word for me, 
Whenever I offend. 



76. ne Example of Jesus. L. M. 

Wells. Wai;«. 

1 Mt dear Redeemer and my Lord, 
I read my duty in thy word ; 
But in thy life thj law appears 
Drawn out in living characters. 

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy aeal, 
Such deference to thy fathei^s will. 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them mine. ' 

3 Col4 mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer ; 

• The desert thy temptations knew, 
Thy conflict and thy victory too. 

4 Be thou my )>attern: may I bear 
More of thy gracious image here ; 
Then God thig Judge, shall own my name 
Among the followers of the Lamb. 



77. Example of Jesus. L« M. 

BleodoR . Mrs Steele . 

1 And is the gospel, peace and love .^ 
Such let our conversation be ; 
The serpent blended with the dove. 
Wisdom and meek simplicity. 

"2 Whene'er the angry passions rise, 

And tempt our thoughts or tongues to strife^ 



JESUS, OUR GUIDE* 7& 

On Jesus let us fix our eyes, 
Bright pattern of the Christian life. 

3 O how henevolent and kind ! 

How mild ! how ready to forgive I 
Be this the temper of our mind, 
And these the rules by which we live, 

4 To do his heavenly Father's will 

Was his employment and delight : 
Humility and holy zeal 
Shone through his life divinely bright 



I 

78. JestLS our Guide. 7'a M. 

Pleyel's Hymn. Furness. 

1 Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live, and learn to die ? 
Who, O God, my guide shall he ? 
Who shall lead thy child to thee ? 

2 Blessed Father, Gracious One 1 
Thou hast sent thy holy son ; 
He will give the light I need, 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

3 Through this world, uncertain, dim. 
Let me ever lean on him ; 

From his precepts wisdom draw, 
Make his life my solemn law. 

4 Thus in deed, and thought, and word. 
Led by Jesus Christ the Lord, 

In my weakness, thus shall I 
Learn to live, and learn to die ; — 

5 Learn to live in peace and love, 
Like the perfect ones above ; — 
Learn to die, without a fear. 
Feeling thee, my Father, near. 



79^ 80. THE ttlSSION. OF JB81XS. 



79. A Morning Hymn. 8's & 7's M, 

1 Wh^Q the joyous day iaidaFaiog, 

And the happy light we see,. 
We who live m life°s pure moming. 
Father, would remember thee. 

2 While in quiet we were sleeping, 

Kindly, though we- knew it not, 
. Tbou a guiEurdian watch werl keeping ; 
Never is thy cWld-forgot 

3 Now.another day is given. 

With thy love, may it be blest ; 
May we think of Thee and Heaven, 
Of that purer, better rest 

4 Jesus, who was good and holy, 

When a child, remembered Thee, 
Gentle, mild, forgiving, lowly. 
He hi^ said that we must bOf 



80. The Mission of Jesus, 0. M, 

Woodstock. W. B. 0» Pealwdy. 

1 The Son of God came down from he^en 

The erring world to save ; — 
He says, ^ Repent and be fgrgiyeiii 
And live beyond the grave,^ 

2 By temper holy and serene, 

He won his Father's love. 

And though superior far to men» 

Was harmless a^.the. dove. 



THE LOVE OF JESUS. 8). 



3 He raised the dyin^ from the bed, 

He caused the blind to see ; 
He made the tombs give up their dead, 
And set the prisoner free. 

4 They nailed him to the cross, and there 

Deep insult on him threw, 
And yet " Forgive them," was his prayer, 
** They know not what they do." 

5 No wonder darkness reigned around 

When such a heart grew cold ; 

No wonder o'er the guilty ground 

The angry earthquake rolled. 



gl. The Love of Jesus. S. M. 

Boylston. W. B. O. Feabody. 

1 Foe us God's blessed Son, 

From childhood to the grave, 
Was poorer thah the humblest one 
Of those he came to save. - 

. S2i For us be was distrest, 

And many a tear he shed ; 
And had, in his few hours of rest, 
Not where to lay his hekd. . 

3 For us the Saviour died 

In weariness and pain ; 
And Qod forbid the crimson tide 
Should be poured out in vain ! 

4 He rested in the tomb. 

Where mouldering bodies lie,, 
Till the third morning broke the gloom. 
And he ascended high. 
5» 



%, 83. COMING OF CHRIST. 

5 Now in the heaven above 
He sits'beside the thit)ne, 
And there unplores his Father's love 
For those who wronged his own. 



82. Coming of Christ. C. M, 

Anindel. Doddridge. 

1 Hark the ^lad sound ! the Saviour come^! 

The Saviour promised long ! 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 

2 On him the spirit, largely poured, 

. Exerts its sacred fire, 
Wisdom, and might, and zeal, and love, 
His holy breast inspire. 

\ 

3 He comes from thickest films of vice 

To clear the mental ray ; 
And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To iK)ur celestial day. 

4 He comes the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure ; ^ 

And with the treoBures of his gtace 
T' enrich the humble poor. 

5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim ; 
And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 



83. Song of the Herald Angels, S'^&Ts M. 

GreGDville. Cawood. 

1 Hark ! what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the skies ^ 



mUTB OF CBBIST. 84. 

Lo ! the angelic host rejoices ; 
Heavenly baUelujahs i^ise. 

2 Lbten to the wond'rous story, 

Which they chant in hymns of joy ; 
" Glory in the highest, glory ! 
Glory be to Got most high ! 

d " Peace on earth, good will from heaven^ 
Reaching far as man is found ; 
Souls redeemed and sins forgiven ; 
Loud OUT golden harps shall sound. 

4 ** Christ is bom, the sreaX anointed ; 

Heaven and earth his praises sing ! 
O receive, whom God appointed 
For your Pr<^het, Priest and King.' 

5 Let us learn the wond'rous story 

Of our great Redeemer's birth ; 
Spread the brightness of his glory 
Till it cover all the earth. 



tr 



84. Birth of Jesus. ^ CM. 

Cambridge. Patrick. 

1 While shepherds watched th^ir flocks by night. 
All seated on the ground. 
The angel of the Lord came dow% 
And gloiy shone around. 

2 " Fear not," said he, — ^for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind, — 
" Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankina. 

3 " To you, in David's town, this day 

Is born of David's line. 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 
And this shall be the sign : 



85. . COMING OV CHRIST. 

4 " The heavenly babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapt in swathing bands, 
And in a manger laid.^ 

5 Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels' praising God, and thus 
Addressed their joyful song : 

6 " All fflory be to God on high. 

And to the earth be peace ! 
Good will henceforth, from heaven to men. 
Begin and never cease." 



85, Coming of Christ. 7's & 6'8 M. 

Yannouth. Montgomery. 

1 Hail to the Liord's anointed ! 

Great David's greater Son 5 
Hail, in the time appointed. 

His reign on eartii begun. 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. - 

2 Before him, on the mountains. 

Shall Peace the herald go ; 
And righteousness in fountains 
- - From hill to valley flow. 

For him shall prayer unceasing. 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kiugdom without end. 

3 O'er every foe vicl;prious, 

He on his throne shall rest, 



CHUSTMAS HYMN« 86L 

From affe to age more glorious, 

All bTeBsiiig and all bledUt 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove, — . 
His name shall stand, forever ; 

That name to us is liove ! 



86. Christinas Hymn. Q. M. 

Woodstock. Heber. 

1 Oh Saviour, whom this holy mom 

, Gave to our world below ; 
To mortal want^and labor bom, 
And more than mortal wo ! 

2 Incarnate Word t by every g|ri^f„ 

By each temptation tried, 
Who lived to yield oue ills relieiy. 
And to redeem us died ! 

3 If gaily clothed and proudly fed,- 

Ll dangerous wealth we dweU^ 
Remind us of thy iQanger bed. 
And lowly cottage cell ! 

4 If prest by poverty severe, 

In lonely want we pine, 
Oh may thy spirit whisper near, 
How poor a lot was thine ! 

5 Through fickle fortune's various scene 

From sin preserve us free ! 
Like us thou hast a mourner been, 
May W9 rejoice with thee I 



r" 



87, 88. NOT ASHAMED OF JESUS. 

87. Humility of Jesus. C. M. 

Dundee. 

1 When Jesus left his Father's throne, 
He chose an humble birth ; 
And all unfaonored and unknown, 
He came to dwell on earth. 

t2 Like him may we be found below, 
In wisdom's path of peace ; 
Like him in grace and knowledge grow. 
As years and strength increase. 

3 Sweet were his words, and kind his look. 

When mothers round him pressed; 
Their infants in his arms he took. 
And on his bosom blessed. 

4 Safe from the world's alluring charms. 

Beneath his watchful eye, 
Xhus in the circle of his arms 
May we for ever lie. 



88. Not ashamed of Jesus, L. M. 

Bieodon. Gregg. 

1 Jesus ! and can it ever be 
That I should be ashamed of thee ? 
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise. 
Whose glories shine through endless days ! 

U Ashamed of Jesus! Sooner far 
Let eveninff blush to own its star ; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
Cer this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus! that dear friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend.^ 



J 



JSSUS' DYING PRECEPT. 89,90. 

No ! when I blush, he this my shame, 
That I DO more revere his Dame. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus 1 Yes, I may, 
When I Ve no guilt to wash away, — 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave. 
No fears to hush, no soul to save. 

5 Till then, nor is my boasting vain. 
Till then I boast a Saviour slain I 
And O may this my fflory be, 
Jesus is not ashamed of me ! 



89. Jesus teaching the People. L. M. 

Ward. BoWring. 

1 How sweetly flowed the gospel's sound 

From lips of gentleness and grace, 
When listening thousands gathered round. 
And joy and reverence filled the place ! 

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke. 

To heaven he led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night be broke, 
Unveiling an immortal day. 

• 

3. •* Come, wanderers, to my Father's home. 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest l" 
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest 



90. Jesus^ Dying Precept, C. M. 

Litchfield. Mrs. Barbauld. 

1 Bekold where, breathing love divine, 
Our dying Master stands ; 
His weeping followers, gathering round. 
Receive his last commands. 



91. TH£ IILIBS OF TBE FIELD. 

2 FntjOi ant tnild teacftet^ paiting^ lipe 

What tender accents fell ! 
The gentle precept which he gave, 
Became its author wdL 

3 ^ Blest is the man, whose softening heart 

Feels all another's pain ; 
To whom the supplicating^ eye 
Was never raised in vain, — 

4 "Whose breast expands with generous warmth, 

A stranger's woes to feel ; 
And bleeds in pityVer the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 

5 " Peace from the bos<Hn of his Lord, 

My peace to him I give ; 
And when he kneels before the throne, 
His trembling soul shall live. 

6 ^ To him protection shall be shown f 

And mercy from above 
Descend on those who thus fulfil 
The perfect la^ of love." 



91. ''Consider the Lilies of the Feld^ C. M. 

' Clarendon. Mary Howkt. 

1 God might have made the earth bring forth 
Enough for gr0at and small, 
The oak-tree and the cedar-tree, 
Without a flower at alL 

S We might have !iad enough, enough 
For every want of ours. 
For luxury, medicine, and toil. 
And yet have had no fiowers. 



JESUS. WITBOCTT A HOME. 92. 

d Then wherefore, wherefore were they maide, 
All dyed with rainhow light. 
All fashioned with supremest grace, 
Upspnaging day and night : — 

4 Springing in valleys ^en and low^, 

And on the mountains high, 
And in the silent wilderness 
Where no man passes by ? 

5 Our outward life requires them not, — 

Then wherefore had they birth ? 
To minister delight to man, 
To beautify the earth ; 

6 To comfort man, — ^to whisper hope, 

Whene'er his faith is dim ; 
For who so careth for the flowers, 
Will much more care for him. 



92^ The Son of Man hath, not where L. M. 

to lay his head. 

Rockiogham. W. RosseiT. 

1 On the dark wave of Galilee 

The gloom of twilight gathers fast, 
And o'er the waters dreanly 
Sweeps the bleak, chilly evening blast 

5 The weary bird hath left the air, 
And sunk into her sheltered nest ; 
The wandering beast hath sought his lair. 
And laid hiro down to welcome rest 

3 Still, near the lake, with weary tread^ 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And from his lone, unshelter'd head. 
Flows the chill night damp on the wind. 



93w THE triDOW OF NAIH. 

4 Why seeks not he a home of rest ? 

Why seeks not he the pillow'd hed ? 
Beast? have their dens, the hird its nest,- 
He hath not where to lay his head ! 

5 Such was the lot he freely chose, 

To hless, to save the human race ; 
And, through his poverty there flows 
A rich, full stream of heavenly grace. 



93. The Widow of Nain. 1 1's & 10*s M. 

Heber. 

1 Wake not, oh mother ! sounds of lamentation ! 

Weep not, oh widow ! weep not hopelessly ! 
Strong is his arm, the bringer of salvation, 
Strong is the word of God to succor thee ! 

2 Bear forth the cold corpse, slowly, slowly hear 

him; 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 
Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him : 
Widowed and childless, she has lost her all ! 

3 Why pause the mourners? who forbids their 

weeping ? 
Who the dark pomp of sorrow hath delajred ? 
"Set down the bier,—- he is not dead but sleeping ! 
Young man, arise!" — He spake, and was 

obey'd ! 

4 Change, then, oh sad one ! grief to exultation, 

Worship, find fall before Messiah's knee. 
Strong was his arm, the bringer of salvation, 
Strong was the word of God to succor thee ! 



HE HATH BORNE OUR GRIEFS. 94, 95. 

94. ^\Lo ! It is /, he not afraid^ L. M. 

Hebron. Sir J. E. Smith. 

1 When power divine, in mortal form, 
Hushed, with a word, the raging storm, 
In soothing accents Jesus said, 

" Lo ! it is I, — ^be not afraid." 

2 So when in silence nature sleeps, 
And his lone wat<;h the mourner keep&r, 
This thought shall every fear remove, — 
Trust, feeble roan, thy maker's love. 

3 God calms the tumult and the storm ; 
He rules the seraph and the worm ; 
No creature is by him forgot. 

Of those who know or know him not 

4 And when the last dread hour shall come, 
And shuddering nature waits her doom, 
This voice shall wake the pious dead, — 

" Lo ! it is I, — be not afraid." 



95. ** He hath home our griefs.'*'* 6 1. L. M. 

Eaton. Grant. 

1 When gathering clouds around I view. 
And days are dark, and friends^are few, 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain. 
Experienced every human pain ; 

He sees my wants, allays my fears, ^ 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
Prom heavenly virtue's narrow way, 
To fly the good I should pursue, 

Or do the sin I should not do ; 
Still he, who felt temptation's power, 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour. 



96. JESUS STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

3 When mourning o'er some stone I bend, 
Which covers all that was a friend ; 
And ftom his voice, his hand, his smile, 
Divides me for a little while ; 

Thou, Saviour, mark'st the tears I shed, 
For thou didst weep o'er Lazarus dead« 

4 And O, when I have safely past 
Through .every conflict but the last, 
Still, ml\ unchanging, watch beside 
My painful bed, ror Siou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloadless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 

96. Jestts Stitllng the Tempest. CM. 

Woodstock. Mrs Hemans. 

1 Fear was within the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud, 
AndVavfes came rolling high and dark, 
And tiie tall mast was bowed. 

2 A iid men stood breathle ' ; in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill, — 
But One was &ere, wfto'rose'^nd s&id 
To the wild sea, « Be still !" 

3 And the wind ceased, — it ceased ! — that word 

Passed through the stormy sky ; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 
^ And sank beneath his eye. 

4 And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous falls asleep, 
When death's fierce throes a^e passed. 

5 Thou, that didst bow the billow's pride^ 

Subdue us to thy will, — 



SEE HOW HE LOVED. 97, 98. 

Speak, speak to passion's raging tide, 
Speak and say, — "Peace, be stiD I" 



97. " He wot despised and rejected C. M. 

of Meny 

Dundee. 

1 The Saviour comes ! no outward pomp 

Bespeaks his presence nigh ! 
No earthly beauties in him shine. 
To draw the carnal eye. 

2 Fair as a blooming, tender flower. 

Amidst the desert grows ; 
So, slighted and despised by man. 
The heavenly Saviour rose. 

3 With sinners in die dust he lay. 

The rich a grave supplied, 
Unspotted was his blameless life. 
Unstained by sin he died. 

4 He died to bear the guilt of men, 

That sin might be forgiven ; 
He lives to bless them, and defend, 
And plead their cause in heaven. 



98. "Se6 Jiow he loved^ L. M. 

Effingham. 
. 1 " See how he loved !" exclaimed the Jews, 
As tender tears from Jesus fell ; 
My grateful heart the thought pursues, 
And on the theme delights to dwell. 

2 See how he loved, who traveUed on 
Teaching the doctrine from the skies ; 

6* 



99f HOSAN^AS* 

Who bade disease and pun be gone, 
And called the sleeping dead to rise. 

3 See how he loved, who, finn, yet mild, 

Patient endured the scoffing tongue ; 
Though oil provoked, he ne'er revued. 
Nor did his greatest foe a wrong. 

4 See how he loved, who never shrank 

From toil or danger, pain or death ; 
Who all the cup of sorrow dnnk, 
And meekly yielded up his breath. ' 

5 Such love can we unmoved survey ? 

O raav our breasts with axdor glow, 
To tread his steps, his laws obey, 
And thus oar warm affection show ! 



99. Hosantias of Children in the 7 & 6's M. 

Temple, 
Yarmouih. 

1 When, his salvation bringing, 

To Zion Jesus came, 
The children all stood singing 

Hosanna to his name. 
Nor did their zeal offend hini, 

Byt as he rode along, 
He bade them still attend him, 

And smiled to hear their song. 

3 And since the Lord retaineth 

His love for children still. 
Though now as King he reignetl^ 

On Zion's heavenly hill, 
Wb '11 flock around his banner. 

Who sits upon the throne ; 
And cry aloud, *' Hosanna 

To David*s royal Son.^ 



LOVjS TO JE8VS. 100, 101. 

3 For should we fail proclaitning, 

Our great Redeemer's praise, 
The stones, our silence shaming, 

Might well hosanna raise. 
But shall we only render 

The tribute of our "words ? 
No ! while our hearts aie tender. 

They, too, shall be the Lord's. 



100. " Her sins are forgiven ; far, she C. M. 

loved much?'* 

Ballerma* Mooie.. 

1 Were not the sinful Mary's tears 

An offerinff meet for heaven, 
^ When o'er the faults of former years 
She wept and was forgiven, — 

2 When, ^thering eveiy balmy sweet 

Her oays of luxury stored. 
She, on the Saviour's fallowed feet. 
The precious ointment poured, — 

3 And wiped them with' that ffolden hair. 

Where once the diamond shone. 
Where now the gems of grief appear. 
That shine for God alone ? 

4 Oh thou, who dost in error «leep, 

Say, wouldst thou wake in heaven ? 
Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep, 
Love much, aod be forgiven. 

^— ^"-"^^ 

101. Love to Jesus. C. M. 

' Arlington. Doddridge. 

1 JiESUs, I lo«e tby glorious name ; 
Tis music tp my ear ; 



102. GBTHSEMANE. 

Fain would I sound it out so loud 
That heaven and earth mi^ht hf^r. 

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul, 

My treasure and my trust; 
Jewels to thee are la^udy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust 

3 All my capacious powers can wish, 

In thee doth richly meet ; 
Not to m^ eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet 

4 I '11 speak the honors of thy name 

With my last lah'ring hreath ; 
Then speechless give my soul to thee, 
' The conqueror of death. 



102. Gethsemane. L. M. 

Elffingham. 

1 T is midnigrht, — and on Olive's brow 

The star is dimmed that lately shone ; 
'T is midniffht, in the garden now. 
The suffering Saviour prays iilone. 

2 'T is midnight,— and from all removed, 

Emmanuel wrestles lone with.fears ; 
E'en the disciple that he loved 
Heeds not hid 'Master's grief and tears. 

. 3 'T is midnight, — and for others' ffuilt, 
The man of sorrows weeps in olood ; 
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt, 
Is not forsaken of his God. 

I V 

4 T is midnight, — and firom ether plains 
Is borne the song that angels know ; 



J£SaS OUA KSFUGE. 103, 104. * 

Unheard by BK»talB are the straioB 
That sweetly sootlie the Saviour's wa 



103. Gethsemane- ll's M. 

St. Dennis. Marie de FJeofy. 

1 Thou sweet gliding Kedron, by thy silver stream 
Our Saviour would linger in moonlight's soft 

beam; 
And by thy bright waters would oftentimes 

stray, 
And lose in thy murmurs the toils of the day. 

2 How damp were the vapors that fell on his head ! 
How hard was his pillow, how huoCible his bed! 
The angels astonished, grew sad at the sight, 
And foUowed their Master with solemn delight 

3 O garden of Olivet, dear honored spot, 

' The fame of thy wonders shall ne'er be forgot; 
The theme most transporting to serapiis above. 
The trium|)h of sorrow, tlie triumph of love. 

4 Come, saints, and adore him, come bow at his 

feet; • , 

O give him the glory, the praise that is meet ; 
Let joyful hosannas uneeasing arise, 
And join the full chorus that gladdens the^ies. 



104. Jesus our refuge from the 7's M. 

storms of life. 

Hotham. 

1 Jesus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly ; 
While the billows near me roll, 
While the tempest still is high ! 



105. JESUS OUR EXAMPLE IN SUFPEBIHG. 

2 Hide me, O my Saviour, hide. 

Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide, 
O receive my soul at last ! 

3 Other reAige have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, oh ! leave me not alone, 
Still 8U{^rt and comfort me ! 

4 All my trust on thee is stayed, 

All my heljp from tliee I bring; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of thy wing. 

5 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 

Grace to pardon all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within. 



105. Jesus our Example in Suffering, 7's M. 

Palmer. Montgomery. 

1 Gro to dark Oethsemane, 

Ye that feel temptation's power, 
Your Redeemer's conflict see. 

Watch with him one bitter hour. 
Turn not from his ^iefs away, 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 

2 Follow to the judgment hall. 

View the Lord of life arraigned. 
O the wormwood and the gall ! 

O tlie p&ngs his soul sustained. 
' Shun not suffering, shame, or loss ; 
Learn of him to bear the cross. 

3 Calvary's mournful mountain climb ; 

There, admiring at his feet, 



GOD^S MIRACLES IN JESUS. 106. 

Mark that miracle of time, 

God's own sacrifice complete. 
" It is finished," hear him cry ; 
' Learn of Jesas Christ to die. 

4 Early hasten to the tomb 

Where they laid his breathless clay ; 
All is solitude and pfloom ; 

Who has taken him away ? 
Christ is risen ; he meets our eyes, 
Saviour, teach us so to rise. 



106. GoiVs Miracles in Jesus. L. M. 

Duke Street. Watts. 

1 Behold the blind their sight receive ! 
Behold the dead awake and live ! 

The dumb speak wojiders ! and the lame 
Leap like the hart, and bless his name ! 

2 Thus doth the eternal Spirit own 
And seal the mission of his Son ; 
The Pa.ther vindicates his cause, 
While he hangs bleeding on the cross. 

3 He dies ! the heavens in mourning stood ; 
He rises ! and appears with God : 
Behold die fjord ascending high. 

No more to bleed, no more to die ! 

4 Hence and forever from my heart 
I bid my doubts and fears depart ; 
And to those hands my soul resign, 

. Which bear credentials so divine. 



* \ 



107, 108. THE SUFFERINGS OF JESUS. 

^ 107, Ifht "QufftTvags of Jesu8. L. M. 

Wells. Montgomery. 

1 The morning dawns upon the plcu^e 

Wbeie Jesus spent the nisbt in pr^w : 
Through yielding glooms behold his mce, 
Nor form, nor comeliness is there. 

2 Last eve, by those he called his own, 

Betrayed, forsaken, or denied, 
He met his enedies alone. 

In all their malice, rage, and prida 

3 No guile within his moiith is found. 

He neither threatens nor complains ; 
Meek as a lamb for slaughter bound, 
Diunb midst his murderers he remstina 

4 But hark J He prays,--:tis for his fo«s; 

He speaks, — ^^t is comfort to his friends ; 
Answers, — ^and Paradise bestows ; 
He bows his head ; the conflict ends^ 

5 Truly this was the Son of God,- 

Though in a servant's mean disguise, 
And bruised beneath the Father's rod 5 
Not for himself, — for man he dies. 



108. Death of Jesus, S. M« 

Olmutz. Doddridg«. 

1 Behold the amazing sight, 
^The Saviour lifted high ! 
Behold the Son of God's delight 
Expire in agony ! 






2 For whom, for whom, my heart, 
Were all these sorrows borne ? 



LOVE OF JEStrSk 109. 

Why did he feel that pieicing smart, 
And meet that various scorn ? 

3 For love of us he bled, 

And all in torture died ; 
'T wajs love that bowed his fainting head, 
And oped his gushing side. 

4 I see, and I adore ; 

In sympathy of love, 
I feel the strong attractive power 
To lift my soul above. 

5 In thee our hearts unite, 

Nor share thy griefs alone; 
But &om thy cross pursue their flight 
To thy triumphant throne. 



109. Tliat ye through his poverty C. M. 

might be made rich. 
Dorchester. Mrs Steele. 

1 Then shone Almighty power and love, 

In all their glorious plan, 
When Christ descended from above 
To dwell with sinful man. 

2 To heal the Biisenr below, 

The Saviour left the skies ; 
And sank to poverty and wo. 
That wretched man might rise, 

3 Adoring angels tuned their songs 

To hail the joyful day ; 
With rapture tben let mortal tongues 
Their grateful homage pay. 

7 






llOf 111. PBAUfi FOIL BBDEMPTION. 



1 10, " It is jinUhedr 8's, 7*8 & 4'8 M, 

Oiiphant. 

1 Hark ! the voice of love and mercy 

Sounds aloud from Calvary ; 
See, it rends the robks asunder, 

Shakes the earth, and veils tJie sky ! 

It is finished ! 
Hear the dying Saviour cry. 

2 It is finished, — O what pleasure 

Do these precious words alEbrd ! 
Heavenly blessings without measure 
Plow to us from Christ, the Lord ; 

It is finished ! 
Saints, the dying words record, 

3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs, 

Join to sing the pleasing theme ; ^ 

All on earth and all in heaven, 
Join to praise Immanuel's name ; 

Hallelujah! 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb \ 



111. Praise for Redemption, C. M. 

Cambridge. Watts. 

1 Come, let us join our cheerful songs 

With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 

2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry, 

To be exalted thus ! 
Wortliy the Lamb, our lips reply, 
V- For he was slain for us. 

I Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine ; 



THE BBSUBBBCTION^ 112, 118. 

And blessinffB more than we can give 
Be, Lord, forever thine. 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 
And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift thy glories high, 
And speak thine endless praise^ 



112. The Resurrection^ ll's M* 

Hinldn. 

1 Sweet spiees they brought on their star-lighted 

way, 
And caroe to the grave by the dawning of day. 
''But who will the stone from the sepulchre 

roll ?" 
They said, as the tear from their weeping eyes 

stole. 

3 The stone is removed, and the Saviour is gone : — 
Ofa hail, ye disciples, this bright SabbaUi mois. 
Lift, lift your glad voices in triumph on high ; 
Your Master has risen, and ye shall not die. 

8 May Christ now ap|)ear, as to Mary he came, 
And fill every bosom with piety's flame ; 
Then heaven's bright glories we soon shall ob- 
tain, 
Nor sabbaths so peaceful be useless and vain. 



113. The Resurrection. Ta M. 

Sonthampton. Scott. 

1 Angels, roll the rock away. 
Death, give up thy mighty prey ; 
See, he rises from the tomb ! 
Shining in immortial bloom« 



Il4. TH£ BSSVftAECTION. 

2 T is the Saviour! angels, raise 
Your triumphant song of praise 5 
Let the heaven's remotest bound 
Hear the joy-inspiring sound. 

3 Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes ; 
Now, to glory see him rise ! 
Mark his progress through the sky 
To the radiant world on high. 

.4 Heaven unfolds her crystal gate 5 
Enter in thy royal state ; 
King of Glory, mount thy thrQne,^ 
•T is thy Father's, and thine own. 

5 Praise him, all ye heavenly choirs, 
Strike with awe your golden Ijrres j- 
Shout, O earth, in rapturous song. 
Let the strains be loud and long. 



• ^ 

114. The Resurrection, S. M. 

Treat, Kelly. 

1 The Lord is risen indeed 1 

And are the tidinffs true? 
Yes, we beheld the Saviour bleed. 

And saw him living too. 

a The Lord is risen indeed ! 

Then death has lost his prey ; 
With him shall rise the rausomied seed. 

To reign in endless day. 

3 The Lord is risen indeed ! 

Attending angel^, hear,; 
Upto the courts of heaven, with iipeed. 

The joyful tidmgs bear. 



iESVS DYING AND BISING. 115, 116. 

4 Then take your golden lyres, 
And strike each cheerful chord ; 

Join all the bright celestial choirs 
To sing our risen Lord. 



115. Jesus Dying and Rising, L* M. 

Wells for I & 2, Uihridge for 3 & 4. Watts. 

1 He dies ! the Friend of sinners dies ! 
Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around ; 
A solemn darkness veils the skies ; 

A sudden trembling shakes the ground. 

2 Here's love and grief beyond degree ; 
The Lord of glory dies for men ; 

But lo, what sudden joys we see ! 
Jesus, the dead, revives again ! 

3 The rising Lord forsakes the tomb ; 
The tomb in vain forbids his rise ; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And shout him welcome to the skies. 

4 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How high your great Deliverer reigns ; 
Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell, 
And led the monster death in chains. 



1 16v Gratitude to Jesus, 8's & 7's M. 

Greenville. 

1 Jesus, Lord of life and glory. 

Friend of children, hear our lays ; 
Humbly woufd our souls adore thee, 
Sing thy name in hymns of praise. 

2 We dre debtors to thy kindness, 

Lord of grace, and boundless love ; 

7* 



117, JBSTJB APPEABIMG' 

Thousands wander on in blindness, 
Strangers to the light above. 

3 But 't is ours to read the pages, 

Where the rays of glory glow ; 
And, through everlasting ages, 
We aspire thy bliss to know* 

4 Jesus, on thine arm relying. 

We would tread this earthly valci; 
Be our life, when we are dying ; — 
Be our strength, when strength shall falL 

117. Je9us appearing to his Disciples, C. M- 
> Woodstock. Montgomery. 

1 On the first Christian Sabbath eve, 

When his disciples met, 
O'er his lost fellowship to grieve. 
Nor knew the scripture yet 

2 Lo, in their midst his form was seeui 

The form in which he died ; 
Their Master's marred and wounded mieilf 
His hands, his feet, his side. 

3 Then were they glad their Lord to know. 

And hailed him, yet with fear ;— 
Jesus, again thy presence show ; 
Meet thy disciples here. 

4 Be in our midst ; let faith rejoice 

Our risen Lord to view, 
And make our spirits hear thy voice 
Say, "Peace be unto you." 

5 And while with thee in social hours, 

We commune tiirough thy wdll, 
M^ our hearts bum, and ail our powers 
Confess, Tt is thB Lord.** 



JBStrs CBOWNED. II89 119« 



118. Love to Jesus. L. M. 

Med way. 

1 WdSN Jesus Christ was here below. 
And spread his works of love abroad, 
If I had lived so long ago, 

Oh should not I have loved the Lord P 

2 Jesus, who was so very kind. 
Who came to pardon sinful men, 

Who healed the sick, and cured the blind, — > 
Oh should not I have loved him then ? 

3 But where is Jesus ? is he dead ? 
Oh no, he lives in heaven above ; 
And, ** blest are they," the Saviour said, 

** Who, though they have not seen me, love.** 



119. Jesus Crowned, C. M. 

Coronation. 

1 Com £, children, hail the prince of peace, 
Obey the Saviour's call ; 
Come seek his face, and taste his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

S2 Ye lambs of Christ, your tribute bring, 
Ye children, great and small ; 
Hosanna sing to Christ your King, 
O ! crown him Lord of all. 

3 This Jesus will your sins forgive, 

For you he drank the gall ; 
For you he died, that you might live 
To crown him Lord of all. 

4 Let every people, every tribe, 

Around this earthly ball, 



120^ 121. ABIDE wrfH ITS. 

« 

To him all majesty ascribie, 
And crown him Lord of alL 

5 All hail, the Saviour, Prince of Peac^ 
Let saints before him fall ; 
Let sinners seek his pard'uing grace^ 
And crown him Lord of alL 

120. " Abide with us^ for it is L. M. 

towards Evening. "^^ 
Middleton. Eeble. 

1 *T is gone, that bright and Orbed blaze, 

Fast fading from our wistful gaze ; 
i^Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight 
The last faint pulse of quivering li^t 



•I 



2 Sun of my soul ! thou Saviour dear ! 
It is not night if thou be near : — 

O may no earth-bom cloud arise. 

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes. ', 

3 When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eye-lids gently steep. 
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
F(jpever on my Saviour's breast 

4 Abide with me from morn till eve. 
For without thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 



121. Love to God. L. M* 

Hamburg. E. Taylor. 

'*Thus sh:c,ltthou love the Almighty Lrfjrd, 
With all thy heart, and soul, and mini" 
> speaks to man that sacred word, 
For counsel and reproof designed. 



MtrTTTAL LOVE. 128. 

< 

3 « With all thy heart,''— no idol thing, 

Though close around/the heart it twine, 
ItB interposing shade must fling, 
To darken that pure love of mine. 

3 •• With all thy mind,"— each varied power^ 

Creative fancy, musings hi^h, 
And thoughti that glance hehmd, before. 
These must religion sanctify. 

4 "With soul and strength,"— thy days of eaae, 

While vigor nerves each youthful limb. 
And hope and joy, and health and pea^e. 
All must be freely brought to him. . 



1S2, Mutual Love, C, M, 

Dondee. Swain. 

1 How sweet, how heavenly is the sight, 

When those who love the Lord, 
In one another's peape delight. 
And so fulfil his word ; — 

2 When each can feel his brother^ sigh, 

And with him bear a part ; . 
When s6rrow flows from eye to eye. 
And joy &om heart to heart ; — 

8 When free from envy, scorn, and pride, 
Our wishes soar above ; 
We try each other's faults to hide. 
And show a brother's love, 

4 Let love in one delightful stream, 
Through every bosom flow ; 
And union sweet, and dear eateen^ 
In every action glow. 



i!», 134. fiUMlLlTV. 

123. Gratitude to Parents. 8^8 M< 

Wilworth. 
1 Mt father, my mother, I know 

I cannot your kindness repay ; , 
But I hope, that, ajs older I grow, 
I shall learn your commands to obey^ 

3 You loved me, before I could tell, 

Who it was that so tenderly smiled ; 
But now that I know it So well, 
I should be a dutiful chiid. 

3 But, for fear that I ever should dare 
From all your commands to depart^ 
Whenever I utter a prayer, 
ni ask for a dutiful heart, 

124, Humility. Tb Mw 

Wilmot 

1 In a modest, htimble mind, 

Gkid himself will take delight ; 

But the proud and haughty find, 

They are hateful in ms sight 

• 

2 Jesus Christ was meek and mild, 

And no angry thought allowed ; 
O shall then' a little child 
Dare to be perverse and proud ? 

3 This indeed should never be ; 

Lord, forbid it, we entreat ; 
Grant that all may learn of thee. 
That humility is sweet 

4 Make it shine in every part ; 

Fill us with this heavenhr gno«i 
For the young and tender heart 
Surely is its proper place. 



augsb. 125, 15^, 



125 The Worth of Time. 8's & 1 Va M, 

Dwight. 

1 A MINUTE, how soon it is flown ! 

And yet how important it is ! 
God calls every moment his own, 
For all our existence is his ; 
And though we may waste them in folly ai^d play, 
He notices each that we squander away. 

2 We should not a minute despise, 

Although it so quickly is o'er ; 
We know that it rapidly flies, 

And therefore should prize it the more ; ' 
Another indeed may appear in its stead, 
Bat that precious minute forever is fled, 

3 'T is easy to squander our years 

In idleness, folly and strife ! 
But oh ! no repentance nor tears 

Can bring back one moment of life. 
Then wisely improve all of time as it goes. 
And life will be happy, and peaceful its closer 



126. Anger, L. M. 



to' 



• Uxbridge. 

1 When in my heart rise angry thoughts, 

And on my tongue are words unMnd, 
With what strong chains, by what blest art, 
Shall I my wicked temper bind ? 

2 How shall I check the passion fierce 

My youthful bosom finds so strong. 
Which bids roe utter words that pierce, 
And seeks to do my brother wrong ? 



It7. TfiB GOtDSM TffiLt. 

3 O meek and peaceful Jesus ! then 

To thee, to thee my soul shall turn ; 
I will look up from earth and men ; 
To copy thee, my soul shall learn. 

4 Remembering thee, thou ^ntle one, 

How mildly thou didst bear all wrong, 
The sin of anger I shall shun. 
Nor find my temper stubborn long. 

5 A holy spell thy name shall be. 

The memory of thy peaceful life, 
And I will straightway think of thee. 
Whene'er my soul would rise in strife. 



127. The Golden Rule. 8's & 7*8 M, 

Greenville. J- Taylor. 

1 Love and kindness we may measure 

By this simple rule alone, — 
Do we mind our neighbor's pleasure 
Just as if it were our own ? 

2 Let us try to care for others. 

Nor suppose ourselves the best; 
We should all be friends and brothers ; 
»T was the Saviour's lastf equest 

3 His example we should borrow, 

Who descended from above. 
And endured such pain and sorrow, 
Out of tenderness and love. 

4 When the poor are unbefriended, 

When we will not pity lend, 
Christ accounts himself dfiended, 
Who is every creature's friend. 



xunncBssr TO AicmA&s. 1S8, IM. 

5 Let U8 not be so nngratefii], 

Thus hds goodnesft to reward :. 
Selfishness indeed is hateful 
In the followers of the Lord. 

6 Whoi a selfish thought would se^ us, 

And our resolution break, 

Let us then rememb^ Jesus, 

And resist it for hi» sake. 



128. Kindness to Animals. C. M. 

Dedham. Gvboni. 

1 Turn, tinn thv hasty feot aside, 

Nor cru£^ that helpless worm : 
The frame thy wayward looks deride 
Required a God to form. 

2 The eommon Lord of all that moire» 

From whom thy being flowed, 
A portion of his boundless love 
On that poor worm bestowed* 

3 The sun, the moon, the stars he mad«, 

To all his creatures free ; 
And spreads o'er earth the grasi^ blade 
For worms as well as thee. 

4 Let them enjoy theb little day> 

Their lowly bliss receive t 
O do not lightly take away 
The life thou canst not give. 



129. I must not sin. L. M. 

Rockiogham. 
1 I MUST not sin as many do, 
Lest I lie down in sorrow too ; 

8 



ltd. THB KASftOW FATB*. 

For God is an^ry every day, 
With wicked ones who go astray. 

9 From sinfbl words I mnst refrain ; 
I roust not take God*s name in vain ; 
I inujBt not work, I must not play 
Upon God's holy Sabbath-day. 

3 And if my parents speak the word, 
I must obey them in the Lord ; 
Nor steal, nor lie, nor waste my days 
In idle tales and foolish plajrs. 



180, The Narrow Path. C. M. 

Stephens. 

1 Thers is a path that leads to God ; 

All others go astray ; 
Narrow, but pleasant is the road, 
And Christians love the way. 

2 It leads straight through this world of sirn 

And dangers must be past; 
But those who boldly walk therein 
Will come to heaven at last 

3 While the broad road where theusands go 

Lies near, and opens fair ; 
And many turn aside, I know, 
To walk with sinners there. 

4 But, lest my feeble steps should slide, 

Or wanaer from thy way. 
Lord, condescend to be my guide, 
And I shall never stray. 



WAHt 18 SIN. 181, last 

181. Self'Examination. Evening, L. M^ 

Htbron. Mrs FoUtB. 

1 Br.TOKR I close my eyes to-night, 

Let me myself these questions ask, — 
Have I endeavored to do right, 
Nor thought my duty was a task ? 

d Have I been gentle, lowly, meek, 

And the small voice of conscience heard ? , 
When passion tempted me to speak. 
Have I repressed the angry word ? 

3 Have I with cheerful zeal obeyed 
What my kind parents bid me do ; 
And not by word or action said 
The thing that was not strictly true ? 



4 In hard temptation's troubled hour, 

Then have I stopped to think and pray^ 
That God would give my soul the power 
To chase the sinful thought aivay? 

5 Oh Thou, who seest all my heart. 

Wilt thou forgive and love me still ; 
Wilt thou to me new strength imf>art, 
And make me love to do thy wilL 



182. What U Sin 7 L. M^ 

£ffingbam. W. B. O. Peabody. 

1 I siHr^ whenever I pursue 

What God commands me not to do ; 

I sin too^ if I ever shun 

What he hath told me must be donfiw 

2 Thus have I often sinned, and still 
Offend against his holy will i 



DHL ' ALLUEBXEHTS OF SIN. 

1 know my duty, but my heart 
Will from its sacred rules depart 

3 Oh! let me then confess m;^ sin, 
And all the faults I hide within ; 
And let my erring heart deplore 
Its follies, and do wrong no more. 

4 tf 1 sincerely now repent, 

And trust in him whom heaven hath sent, 
Ke will remove the threatening rod, 
And bear me to the arms of God 



188w Allurements of Sin. Tb M. 

Wilmot. 

1 Mart voices seem to say, 
'Hither, children, — ^here's the way; 
Haste aloni^ and nothing fear; 
Eveiy pleasant thing is here r 

d Yes, — but whither would ye lead ? 
Is it ham>ine8s indeed ? 
Or a little shining show, 
Leading down to death and wo ? 

3 We were made for better things ; 
High as heaven our nature springs ; 
Like the lark that upward nies. 
We were made to seek the skies. 

4 We were made to love and fear 
The great God who nlaced us here; 
Made to stuc^ and nilfil 

All his good and holy >nrilL 

5 We were made to Work awhile, 
Cheerful at our woik to smile ; 



jssxrs WEFT. 134, I9ffi 

Thinking, as we labor thus, 
Of the heaven prepared for us. 

6 So a pleasant path we'll tread, 
By the hand of Jesus led ; 
Till, from sin and sorrow freed, 
Ours is happiness indeed ! 



184. Jesus Wept. S. M, 

Boylston. Bedddma. 

1 Did Christ o'er sinners weep ? 

And shall our cheeks be dry ? 
Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye; 

2 The Son of God in tears 

Angels with wonder see. 
Be thou astonished, O my soul, 
He shed those tears for thee< 

3 He wept that we might weep; 

Each sin demands a tear : 
In heaven alone no sin is found. 
And there's no weeping there 



135« Evening Meditations^ C* M* 

, Woodstock. 

1 I iovE awhile to steal away 

From every cumb'ring care, 
And spend the hours of setting day, 

In humble, grateful prayer. 

d J love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear ; 
And all his promised to plead. 
Where none but God can bear. 



3 I loire to thiiik on mercies past^ 

And future good implore ; 
And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On him whom I adore. 

4 I love by ftith to feke a view 

Of bnghter scefts in heaven; 
The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests £iven. 

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er, j 

Mav its departing ray | 

Be calm as this impressive hour, 
And lead to endless day. 



136«. Confession, * CM. 

Dundee. 

t What is there, Lord, a child can do. 
Who feels with ^ilt opprest ? 
There's evil, that f never knew 
Before, within my breast 

d My thoughts are vain, my heart is hard. 
My temper apt to rise ; 
And when I seem upon my guardt 
It takes me by surprise. 

3 And yet if I begin to pray. 

And lift my feeble cry. 
Some thoughts of folly or of play 
Prevent me wifen I try. 

4 On many Sabbaths, though I've heard 

Of lesus and of neaven, 
I've scarcely listened to thy word^ 
Or prayed to be forgiven. 



PBlfltBNCB^ ttSm. 

5 O look with pity in thine eye 
Upon a heart so hard ; 
TI^ou wilt not slight a feeble cry, 
Or show it no regard. 

187. Penitmce. S. M. 

Olney. 

1 If Jesus Christ was sent 

To save us from our sin, 
And kindly teach us to repent. 
We should at once begim 

2 He says he loves to see 

A broken-hearted one ; 
He loves that childen such as we 
Should mourn the wrong we Ve done* 

3 Tis not enough to say, 

We *re sorry and repent. 
Yet still go on from day to day 
Just as we always went 

4 Repentance is, to leave 

The sins we loved before, 
And show that we in earnest grieve. 
By doing so no more. 

5 Lord, make us thus sincere, 

To watch as well as pray ; 
However small, however dear, 
Take all our sins^away. 

6 And since the Saviour came 

To make us turn &om sin, 
With holy grief and humble shame, 
We would at once begin. 



tiS^ IS^ THE WATS OF WISDOMi 

138i Penitence. 7'8 M. 

Pleyers HymiL J. Taylor. 

1 God of mercy, God of love, 

Hear our sad repentant song \ 
Sorrow dwells oAevery face, 
Penitence on W^ery tongue. 

2 Deep regret for follies past, 

Talents wasted, time misspent; 
Hearts debased ,by worldly cares, 
Thankless for tiie blessings lent ; 

3 Foolish fears and fond desires, 

Vain relets for things as vain ; 
Lips too Seldom taught to praise, 
Oft to murmur and complain. 

4 These, and every secret fault, 

Filled with grief and shame, we own ; 
Humbled at thy feet we lie, 
Seeking pardon from thy throne. 

5 God of mercy, God of grace. 

Hear our sad repentant songs ; 
Q restore thy suppliant race. 
Thou to whom all praise belongs. 



139. . ne Ways of Wisdom, C. M. 

Litchfield; 

1 Why should we^ spend our youthful days 

In folly and in sin. 
When wisdom shows her pleasant ways, 
And bids us walk therein ? ' 

2 Folly and sin our peace destroy ; 

They glitter and are past ; 



PRATBB FOR TBS BOLT 8PIB1T* 1I0> 

piey Tield us bat a moments jofi 
And end in deatfi at last 

3 But, if true wisdom we poesefim. 

Our joys shall never cease ; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantnossi 
And all her paths are peace. 

4 O may we, in our youthful days^ 

Attend to wisdom's voice ; 
And make th^e holy, haj^y wayn^ 
Our own delightful choice ! 



140. Prayer for the Holy Spirit. L. Hi 

l^loghaiii. 

1 Mt Father, when I come to thee^ 
I would not only bend the knee ; 
But with my apmi seek thj face,— r 
With my whole heart desire thy gjwse* 

3 I vlead the name of thy dear Son ^ 
All he has said, all he has done ; 
O may I feel his love for me. 
Who died from sin to deft me free ! 

8 To guide me^ Lord, be ever nigh ; 
My sins forgave, my wants supply) 
With favor crown my vouthful dayn^ 
And my whole life sbaJl speak thy praiseu 

4 Thy Holy Spirit, Lord, impart ; 
Impress thy likeness on my heart; 
Let me obey tliy truth in love. 

Till raised to dw^ with thee alioff«' 



141, 142. l£StQNATIOH. 



141. ReHgnation. C. M. 

BAllennft. Montgomery- 

I On prayer I have, — all prayers in one, 
When I am wholly thine ; 
Th? will, my God, thy will be done. 
And let that will be mine. 

H All-wise, Almighty, and All-good, 
In thee I linnly trust ; 
Thy ways, unknown or underfttood. 
Are merciful and just 

^ May I remember that to thee 
Whate'er I have I owe ; 
And back in gratitude from me 
May all thy bounties flow. 

4 And, though thy wisdom takes away. 
Shall t arraign thy will ? 
No, let me bless thy name, and say^ 
^*Tlie Lord is graaious still." 



l«2w The Orphan's Hymn, L. M. 

Effingham. 
t Attune the heart to mournful strains ; 



2 Leflt>n the world's wide waste forlorn. 
To suffering and to sorrow bom. 
No guide before my steps to tread^ 
Above no friendly shelter spread. 

3 Alone, amidst surrounding strife, 
And naked to the storms of lifb, 



TBS ORPIUK*S BTKN. , 14& 

Despair looks tound with achlnfif eyes, 
An/^ins nature groans and dik^ 

4 Friend of the fatherless and saint, 
Where shall I lodge my dee{> eomplaint^ 
Where hut with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless luid the poor ? 

5 Poor though I am, despised, forgot, 
Yet God, ray God forgfets me not; 
And he is safe, and mustsucceed. 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 



148. The Orphan' » Hymn. 7s M. 

Wilmot. 

1 Whither hut to thee, O Lord» 
Shall a little orphan go ? 
Thou alone canst speak the word, 
Thou canst dry my tears of wa 

3 O, mv Father ! may I tell 

All my wants and woes to thee ? 
Every want thou knowest well, 
Every wo thine eye can see. 

3 rr was thy hand that took away 

Father, mother, from my »gbt ; 
Him that was my infant stay. 
Her that watched me day and night 

4 Yet I bless thee, for I know 

Thou hast wounded me in love,— 
Weaned my heart from things helow^ 
That it might aspire above. 



144, 145. TIME AND STBftNITT. 



144. Comfort in Poverty, 7a M. 

Edyfidd. 
1 Poor and needy though I he, 
God my Maker cares for me, 
Gi^es me clothing, belter, food. 
Gives me all I have of good. 

9 He, who reigns ahove the sky. 
Once became as poor as I ; 
He, whose blood for me was shed, 
Had not where to lay his head. 

3 Though I labor here awhile. 
He will bless me with his smile; 
And when this short life is past, 
I shall rest with him at last 



145. Time and Eternity. C. M. 

Stephens. 

1 How long sometimes a day a]^)earB ! 
And weeka^ how long are they ! 
Months move as slow, as if the years 
Would never pass away. 

3 But even years are fleeting by, 

And soon must all be gone ; , 
For day by day, as minutes fly, 
Eternity comes on. 

3 Dvys, months, and years must have an end ; 

Eternity has none ; 
T will always have as long to spend. 
As when it firat begun. ^ 

4 Great God ! dihough I cannot tell 

How such a thing can be, 



f KAILTY OF LIFE. 146, 147. 

I humbly pray that I may dwell 
That loDg, long time, with thee. 



146. Frailty of Life, S. M. 

Olmutz. WatU. 

1 Lord, what a feeble piece 

Is this our mortal frame \ 
Our life, how poor a trifle 't is, 
That scarce deserves the name. 

2 Our moments fly apace, 

Nor will our minutes stay ; 
Just like a flood, our hasty daysj 
Are sweeping us away. 

3 Well, if our days must fly, 

We '11 keep their end in sight ; 
We '11 spend them all in wisdom's way, 
And let them speed their flight 

4 They '11 waft us sooner o'er 

This life's tempestuous sea ; — 
Soon shall we reach the peaceful shore 
Of blest eternity. 



147. Delay not Repentance. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 O 't IS a folly and a crime , 

To put religion by ; 
For now is the accepted time, 
Tomorrow we may die. 

2 Our hearty grow harder every day, 

And more depraved the mind ; 
The longer we neglect to pray, 
The less we feel inclined. 



148, 149. FRAILTY. 

3 Yet sinners trifle, young and old, 

Until the dying day ; 
Then they would gfive a world of gold 
To have an hour to pray. 

4 O then, lest we should perish thus, 

We would no longer wait ; 
For time will soon be past with us. 
And death will fix our state. 



)48. Frailty. S, M, 

Boylston. 

1 The lilies of the field, 

That quickly fade away, 
M^ well to us a lesson yield ; 
For we are as frail as they. 

2 Just like an early rose, 

I 've seen an infant bloom ; 
But death, perhaps, before it blows, 
Will lay it in the tomb. 

3 Then let us tJdhk on death, 

Though we are young and gay ; 
For God, who gave our life and breath, 
Can take them both away. 

4 To God, whb made them all. 

Let children humbly cry ; 
And then, whenever death may call. 
They *11 be prepared to die. 



149. I would n9t live alway. ll's M. 

Prescott. % 

1 1 WOULD not live alway : I ask not to stay, 
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way ; 



CEATH.OP A CHILD. 150. 

1 would not live alway j no, welcome the tomb I 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I d^ead not its 
gloom. 

2 Who, who would live alWay, away from his God ? 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the 

bright plains. 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns s 

3 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greets 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the life of ^e aouL 



150. Death of a Child. C. M. 

Dundee. 

1 'T IS Jesus speaks ! I fold, says he, 

These lambs within my breast i 
Protection they shall find in me, 
In mc be ever blessed. 

2 Death may the bands of life unloose, 

But can't dissolve my love ; 
Millions of infant souls compose 
The family above. 

8 Their feeble frames my power shall raise^ 
And mould with heavenly skill ; 
F 11 give them tongues to sing my praise^ 
And hands to do my will. 

4 His words the happy parents hear. 
And shout with joy divine, 
" O Saviour ! %11 we have and are 
Shall be forever thine." 



151f 152. DEATH OF A FELLOW PUPIL. 



151. Death of a Pious Child. S. M. 

BoylstoQ. 

1 When sickness, pain, and death 

Come o'er a godly child, 
How sweetly then departs the breath ! 
The dying pang how mild ! 

2 It gently sinks to rest, 

As once it used to do 
Upon its mother's tender breast, 
And as securely too. 

3 The spirit is not dead, 

Though low the body lies ; 
But, freed from sin and sorrow, fled 
To dwell beyond the skies. 

4 That death is but a sleep 

Beneath a Saviour's care ; . 
And he will surely, safely keep 
The body resting there. 



152. Death of a Fellow Pupil. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 Death has been here, and borne away 

A brother from our side, — 
Just in the morning of his day, 
As young as we, he died. 

2 Not long ago, he filled his place, 

And sat witli us to learn ; 
But lie has run his mortal race, 
And never can return. 



bEATH OF A MOTHER. l^t 

3 Perhaps our time may be as short, 

Our days inay fly as fast ; 
O Lord, impress the solemn thought, 
That this may be our last ! 

4 All needful strength is thine to give ; 

To thee our souls apply 
For grace to teach us how to live, 
And make us fit to die. 



163. Death of a Mother. L. M. 

Wells. 

1 The bosom where I oft have lain, 
And slept my infant hours away, 
Will never beat for me again ; 
For it lies dead, and wrapt in clay: 

3 How many were the silent prayers 
* My mother offered up for me ! 
How many were the bitter cares 
She felt, when none but God could sed 

3 Now she is ?one, and high in heaven 

She sings nis praise, who died for her \ 
And to her hand a harp is given. 
And she 's a heavenly worshipper. 

4 O let me think of all she said, 

• And all the kind advice she gave ; 
And let me keep it now she 's dead, 
And sleieping in her lowly grave-. 

5 And let me choose the path she chose, 

And her 1 soon again may see, 
Beyond this world of sih and woes. 
With Jesus in eternity. 



16L THE GRAVE. 

154. The Grave, H. M. 

Bradford. 

1 There is « ^ssy bed, 

A cold and gloomy eell, 
In which some youthful head, 

Reclined, will surely dwell, 
Before another pleasant springs 
The first young violets shall bring ! 

2 O if, on yonder side, i 

A hand of dazzling flame 
Should bid the heavens divide, 

And write that young one's name, 
His knees would shake, his blood run cold, 
Like the Chaldean king of old. 

3 With earnest hope and fear. 

For pardon he M implore. 
And spend this hasty year 

As he spent none before ; 
1^0 Jesus Christ his soul would cling, 
As the one only needful thing. 

4 Well, let the name be mine, 

(As possibly it may,) 
Great Saviour, now incline 

This thoughtless heart to pray ; 
Help me to choose the better part ; * 
Help me to give thee all my heart 

5 Then thofaffh the grassy bed. 

The cold and gloomy cell, 
Should bear my youthful head, 

For me it will be well ; 
Yes, better far than dweUing here, 
Away from home another year. 



DTRGE. 155, 156. 



155. Funeral Hymn. L.* M. 

Stonefield. Wafts. 

1 Unveil Xh^ bosom, faithful tomb ! 
Take this neur treasure to thy trusty 
And give these sacred relics room. 
To slumber in thy silent dust 



• 



2 Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear 
Invades thy bounds ; no mortal woes 
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here, 
While angels watch his sofl repose. 

8 Thus Jesus slept ; God's dying Son 

Passed through the grave, and blessed the 
bed ; 
Then rest, dear saint, till from his throne 
The morning break, and pierce the shade. 

4 Break from his throne, illustrious mom ! 
Attend, O earth, his sovereign word ! 
Restore thy tnist, — a glorious form 
Shall then arise to meet the Lord. 



156. Dirge. 12's&ir8M. 

Scotland; Heber. 

1 Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not 

deplore thee, 

Though sorrow and darkness encompass the 
tomb : 
Thy Saviour has passed through its portal be- 
fore thee. 

And the lamp of his love is thy guide through 
the gloom. 

2 Thou art ffone to the grave ! we no logger be- 

hold thee, 
Nor tread the rough paths of the world by 
thy side ; 



157. THE DEATH OF A T£iCHER.' 

/ 

Bat ^e wide ariiui of mercy are spread to en- 
« fold thee, 

' A ad sinners may hope, for the sinless has died. 



3 Thgu art gone to the ^ave ! and, its mansion 

forsaking, 
Perchance thy weak spirit in fear lingered 
long; 
But the mild rays of Paradtee beamed on thy 
waking, 
And the sound which thou heard'st was the 
seraphim's song. 

4 ThoU' art gone to the grave ! but we \f ill not de- 

plore thee, 
Whose God was thy ransom, thy guardian 

and guide ; 
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore 

thee. 
And death has ho stirig, for the Saviour has 

died! 



157. The Death of a Teacher. 12's & li'sM. 

Scotland. 

1 TaouoH lost to our, sight, we may not deplore 

thee, 
The clear light of fiiith shall illumine thy 
• road ; 

All through the dark valley shall angels watch 
o'er thee, 
-^d guide thee in peace to the home of thy 
* God. 

2 Thy heart, while on earth, in his praises de> 

lighted, 
Thy voice ever spoke of his fatherly love ; 



DEATH OF A PUPIL* 158, 159. 

And now, by life's shadows no longer benighted, 
Thou wilt love him, and praise him, in hea- 
ven above. 

3 And there may we meet when life shall be epded, 

All tears wiped away, and all errors forgiven. 

And there may our prayers together be blended 

In the sweet song of praise to our Master in 

heaven. 



158, The Death of a Teacher. C. M. 

Woodstoclfc 

1 Farewell, dear friend ! a long farewell ! 

For we shall meet no more. 
Till we are raised with thee to dwell 
On Zion's happy shore. 

2 Our friend and brother, lo ! is dead ! 

The cold and lifeless clay 
Has made in dust its silent bed, 
And theif it must decay. 

3 But is he dead ?— Oh, no, he lives ! 

Hut happy spirit flies 
To heaven above ; and there receives 
The long expected prize. 

4 Farewell, dear friend, again farewell, — 

Soon we shall rise with thee ; 
And when we meet, no tongue can tell 
How great our joys shall be. 



159. The Death of a Pupil L. M. 

Wiodham. 
1 A MOURNING class, a vacant seat, 
Tell us that one we loved to meet 



160« ' DEATH OF A P0PIL. 

.Will join our youthfal throng no more!, 
l^ill all these chai^ging scenes are o^er^ 

4 

2 No more that voice we loved to hear 
, Shall fill the teacher's listening ear ; 

No more its tones shall join to swell 
The songs that of a Saviour telL 

3 That welcome face, that sparkling eye. 
And sprightly form, must buried lie ; 
Deep in 8ie cold and silent gloom, 
The rayless night that fills the tomb. 

4 And we live on ; but none can say, 
How near or distant is the day . 
When death shall at God's bidding come^ 
To lay us in our narrow home. 

5 God tells us, by this mournful death, 
How vain and fleeting is our breath ; 
And bids our souls prepare to meet 
The trial of his judgmenMeat 

160. . The Death of a Pupil C. M. 

Woodstock. 

1 We come out Sabbath hymn to raise, 

Our humble prayer to pour ; 
One voice is hushed, its notes of praise 
Shall mingle here no more. 

2 The lips are still, the eye is dim, 

That beamed with joy and love } 
The spirit, it hath gone to Him 
Who gave it from above. 

3 We will not weep ; for Jesus said, 

"Let little children come ;" 
But pray that our young hearts be led 
To seek that better home. 



THIS WORLD MOT OTTR HOME, 161, 100. 



161. Thoughts on Death, S, M. 

jRoylston. 

1 Let children never fear 

To leave this world of oure, 
To close their eyes to heauty hero, 
And summer's fading flowers. 

2 Bevond the hills that stand 

In majesty alone, 
There is a brighter, purer land, 
And there our Father's throne. 

3 No mortal step can tread 

Upon a shore so fair ; 
No mortal voice can there be heard, 
But angel harps are there, 

4 And thither soars the soul, 

When life's brief day is done, — • 
There is the destined, happy goal 
For each immortal one. 

5 Then shall we turli away, 

When God would call us home ? 
No ! let us rather gladly say, 
Lord ! at thy call we come. 



162. This World not our Home, C. M. 

Ballerina. 

1 I KNOW that earth is not the home, 
Where I must always stay; 
I only here awhile shall roam, 
Until a brighter day. 



168. HBAVEK. 

2 £arth is the ischool where I must learn 

To do my Father's will, 
That, when he calls me to rettira,' 
I may be with him still. 

3 Here I must purify my heart, 

My selfishness subdue. 
Father, thy gracious aid impart, 
My feeble strength renew, 

4 That I may pure and holy rise 

To meet a Father's love, 
Far, far beyond the starry skies. 
In that bright home above. 



163. Heaven. C. M. 

Jordan. Watts. 

1 There is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures banish paffl. 

2 There everlasting spring abides. 

And never-fading flowers ; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 

Stand dressed in living green ; 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan rolled between. 

4 But timorous mortals start, and shrink, 

To cross the narrow sea ; 
And linger, shivering, on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 



HOPS OP RSAVBN. 164, Itt. 

5 O could we make our do.ufctB remove, 

Those ffloomy doubts that rise, 
And see me Canaan that we love 
Widi unbeclouded eyes ; 

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er ; 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood. 
Should fright us from the shore. 



164. Hope of Hetwen, Ts & 6's M. 

Amsterdam. 

1 Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings, 

Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things 

Towards heaven, thy native place. 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay, 

Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepared above. 

2 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fire, ascending, seeks the sun ; 

Both speed Uiem to their source : 
So the soul that 's bom of God 

Pants to view his glorious lace, 
Upward tends to his abode. 

To rest in his embrace. 



165. The Young in Heaoen, C. M. 

Dundee. 

] What souls are those that venture near, 
The throne of God to see ? 
Ten thousand happy ones, who here 
Were ohildren such as we. 

10 



106. HKAVBN. 

2 Their lins the Saviour washed away, 
He made them white and clean ; 
They loved hie word, they loved his day ; 



ney 10 
They 



loved him tho]Qgh unseen. 

3 Now, under manv a Gfrassy mound 

Their yonthfui homes rest; 
But safe their happy souls are found 
Upon their Savioui^s breast 

4 O may we travel, as they trod, 

The path that leads to heaven, 
And seek forgiveness from that Grod, 
Who hath their sins forgiven. 

5 Blest Saviour ! hear our humble cry, 

And our young hearts renew ; 
Then raise our ransomed. souls on high, 
That we may see thee too. 



166. Heaven. C. M. 

Clarendon. 

1 There is a glorious world of light 

Above the starry, sky. 
Where saints departed, clothed in white, 
Adore the Lord roost high. 

2 And hark ! amid the sacred songs 

Those heavenly voices raise. 
Ten thousand, thousand infant tongues 
Unite to sing his praise. 

3 These are the hymns that we shall know, 

If Jesus we obey ; 
This is the place where we shall go, 
If found in wisdom's wav. 



THE NBW JBBUSALEM. 167, liS. 



167. The New Jerusalem. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 Jerusalem ! my happy home ! 
Name ever dear to me ! 
When shall my labors have an end. 
In joy, and peace, and thee ? 

3 When shall these eyes thv heaven-built walls 
And pearly gates behold ? 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong. 
And streets of shining gold ? 

3 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom, 

Nor sin nor sorrow know : 
Blest seats ! through rude and stormy scenes, 
I onward press to you. 

4 Why should I shrink at pain and wo, 

Or fee! at death dismay ? 
I 've Canaan^s goodly land in view. 
And realms of endless day. 

5 Apostles, martyrs, inrophets, there 

Around my Saviour stand ; 
And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 

6 Jemaalem ! my happy home ! 

My soful still pants for thee ; 
Then shall my labors have an end, 
Wlien I thy joys shall see. 



168. Death of the Righteous. L. M. 

Effingham. Mra Barbauld. 

1 How blest the righteous when he dies ! 
When sinks a weary soul to rest, 



168. THB HBAYBlfl«ar 8ABBA.TH. 

How mildly beam the cloein^ eyes, 
How gently hewres th' expiring Jireast ! 

2 So fades a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o^br ; 
So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
& dies a wave along the shore. 

3 A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm, which life nor death destroys ; 
And nought disturbs that peace profound, 
Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 

Where lights and shades alternate dwell. 
How bright the unchanging mom appears ! 
Farewell, inconstant wond, farewell. 

5 Life's duty done, as sinks the clay. 

Free from its load the spirit flies ; 
While heaven and earth combine to say, 
^ How blest the righteous when he dies !" 



169. The Heavenly Sabbath. L. M. 

HehroD. Doddrid^. 

1 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love ; 
But there 's a nobler rest above : 

To that our longing souls aspire 
With ardent hope and strong desire. 

2 No more fatigue, no more distress. 

Nor sin, nor death, shall reach the place ; 
No groans shall mingle with the songs, 
That warble from immortal tongues. 

3 No gloomy cares shall there annoy. 
No consciojis guilt disturb our joy ; 



T&£ fiVBBLASTINO SABBATH. 170, 17 L 

No midniffht shade, no clonded sun, 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 

4 When shall that glorious day begfin, 
Beyond the reach of death and sin, 
Whose sun shall never more decline, 
But with unfading lustre shine ? 



170. Song of the Redeemed, C. M. 

Nichols. . Montgofliery. 

1 Sing we the song of those, who stand 
iuround the eternal throne, 
Of eveiy kindred, clime and land, 
A multitude unknown. 

d Toil, trial, suffering still await. 
On eardi the pilgrim throng ; 
Yet leam we in our low estate 
The church triumphant's song. 

3 Worthy the Lamb, who once was slain, 

Ciy the redeemed above. 
Blessing and honor to obtain, 
And everlasting love. ' 

4 Worthy the Lamb, on earth we sing, 

Who died our souls to save ; 
Henceforth, O Deaths where is thy sting ? 
Thy victory, O Grave ? 



171. The Everlasting Sabbath. Vs M. 

Edyfield. 

1 Soon win set the Sabbath sun, 
Soon the sacred day be gone ; 
But a sweeter rest remains, 
Where the glorioiu Saviour reigns. 



2 Pleasant are die songs we raise ; 
Full ot joy our notes of praise ; 
But a music sweeter &r 
Breathes where angpel spirits are. 

3 Shall we ever rise to dwell 
Where immortal praises swell ? 
And can children ever go 
Where eternal Sabbat£ glow ? 

4 Yes : — that rest our own may be, 
All the good shall Jesus see ; 
For the £^ood a rest remains, 
Where me glorious Saviour reigns. 



172. Heaven. S. M. 

Gerar. Mrs Steele. 

1 Far from these scenes of night 

Unbounded glories rise, 
And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 There sickness never comes ; 

There ^ief no more complains ; 
Health tnumphs in immortal bloom, 
And purest pleasure reigns. 

3 Nojarring passions there 

The sons of peace molest ; 
But harmony and love sincere 
Fill every happy breast 

4 No cloud those regions know. 

Forever bright and fair; 
For sin, the source of mortal wo, 
Can never enter there. 



HEAVBN. ITS 

5 There night is never known, 

Nor son's faint, sickly ray ; 
But glory from the eternal tluone 
Spreads everlasting day. 

6 O ! may this prospect fire 

Our hearts with ardent love ; 
May lively faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above. 



173. Heaven. L. M. 

Uzbridge. W. B. O. Peabody. 

1 Oh ! when the hours of life are past, 
And death's dark shade arrives at last, 
It is not sleep, — it is not rest, 

T is glory opening to the blest. 

2 Their way to heaven was pure from sin, 
And Christ shall then receive them in ; 
There each shall wear a robe of light 
Like his, divinely fair and bright 

3 There parted hearts again shall meet 
In union holy, jcalm and sweet ; 
There grief find rest, and never more 
Shall sorrow call them to deplore. 

4 There angels will unite their pravers 
With spints bright and blest as theirs. 
And light shall glance on every crown, 
From suns that never more go down. 

5 No storms shall ride the troubled air, 
No voice of passion enter there ; 
But all be peaceful as the sigh 

Of evening gales, that breathe and die. 



It4 tHE SBAVENLY KESti 

6 For there the God 6f merfe^ sheds 
His purest influence on their heads, 
And g^lds the spirits round the throne 
With glory radiant as his own* 



174. The Heavenly Rest P. M. 

LanesborO*. 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest, 
To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
A halm for every wounded hreast,-^ 
'Tis found above, in heaven. 

3 There is home for weajry souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoak. 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And all is drear but heaven. ^ 

3 There faith lifts up the tearful eye. 

The heart with angtiish riven ; 
And views the tempest passing by, • 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 

And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bldom ;-— 

And joys supreme are given; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ;-^ 
Beyond the confines of the tomb, 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 



BCBBTUfG Ut.HBAYEN. 175, 176. 



175. Meeting of Friends in C. P. M. 

Heaven, 

Aithlone. Wesley. 

1 If death my friend and me. divide, 
Thou dost not, Lord, my sorrow chide, 

Or frown, my tears to see : 
Restrained from passionate excess. 
Thou bidst me mourn in calm distress, 

For them that rest in thee. 

2 I feel a strong immortal hope. 
Which bears my mournful spirit up. 

Beneath its mountain load : 
Redeemed fixim death, and grief, and pain, 
I soon shall find my friend again. 

Within the arms of God. 

_ » 

3 Pass a few fleeting moments more. 
And death the blessing sliall restore, 

Which death has snatched away ; 
F<^ me thou wilt \hs summons send. 
And give me back my parted frien^ 

In that eternal day. 



176. One Family in Heaven and on C. M. 

Earth. 
Cambridge. Wesley. 

1 The saints on earth and those above. 

But one communion make ; 
Joined to their Lord in bonds of love, 
All of his grace partake. 

2 One fiunily, we dwell in him. 

One church above, beneath, 



177. ftfiAVfiN* 

Though DOW divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of deatii. 

3 One army of the living God, 

At his command we bow : 
Part of the host have crossed the flood, 
And part are grossing now. 

4 O God, be thou our constant guide ! 

Then, when the word is given, 
Bid death's cold flood its waves divide, 
And land us safe in heaven. 



177. These are they that came out of C. M. 

greai tribulation . 
Ballerma. Watts. 

1 These glorious minds, how bright they shine ! 
Whence all their white array ? 
How came they to the happy seats 
Of everlasting day ? 

• 

3 From torturing pains to endless joys 
On fiery wheels they rode. 
And they have washed their raiment n^ite 
In Jesus* dying blood. 

3 Now they approach their Father, God, 

And bow oefore his throne ; 
Their warbling harps, and sacred songs 
Adore the Holy One. 

4 Tormenting thirst shall leave their souls, 

And hunger flee as fieust : 
The fruit of life's immortal trae 
Shall be their sweet repast. 

5 The Lamb shall lead his heavenly flock 

Where living fountains rise. 

And love divine shall wipe away 

All sorrow from their eyes. 



THE LAST JUDOMSNT. 178» 179 



178. The Last Judgment. L. M. 

Well«. W. B. O. Peabodf . 

1 As once the Saviour rose on high^ 

When murderers bore him to his doom, 
So all that live and all that die 
Shall break the dungeons of the tomb. 

2 And when a^ain he walks the skies, 

When rollmg clouds his path surround, 
The nations of the dead shall rise 
At the deep stirring trumpet's sound. 

3 The Father of our erring race 

Shall give the judgment to the Son, 
And spread the books before his face, 
Remembering all that they have done. 

4 Then all, whose days were passed in sin. 

Who turned from heaven with guilty heart. 
When God would fain have led them in, 
Shall hear ttie awful word. Depart 

5 But if I keep my God in view, 

In all I think, and all I do; 
Then, when my Saviour wakes the dead, 
His own right hand shall crown my head. 



179. Judgment Hymru P. M. 

Monmouth. Martin Luther. 

1 Great God, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of things created ! 
Tbe Judge of man I see appear. 

On clouds of glory seated : 
The trumpet sounds ; the graves restore 
The dead which they contained before ! 

Prepare, my soul, to meet him. 



180. JUDGMEWT RTllffN. 

2 The dead in Christ shall first arise, 

At the last trampet's sounding, 
Caufiht up to meet him in the skies, 

With joy their Lord surrounding: 
No gloomy fears their souls dismay. 
His presence sheds eternal day 

On those prepared to meet him. 

3 But sinners, filled with guilty fears. 

Behold his power prevailing ; 
For they shall rise, and find, their tears 

And sighs are unavailing : 
The dajr of grace is past and gone ; 
Tremhling they stana before the throne, 

A}1 unprepared to meet him. 

4 Great Qod, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of thin^ created ! 
The Judge of man I see appear^ 

On clouds of ^lory seated : 
Saved through his cross, I hail the day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away. 

And thus prepare to meet him. 



180. Love to the Church of God. S. M. 

Gerar. Watts. 

1 I LOVE thy Zion, Lord ! 

The house of thine abode ; 
The church, my blest Redeemer saved 
With his own precious blood. 

9 I love thy church, O God ! 
Her wbUs before thee stand. 
Dear as the apple of tJiine eye. 
And graven on thy hand. 

3 If e'er to bless her sons 
My voice or hands deny, 



MtSSIONAXT HTMN. 18t. 

These hands let usefol skill fbrsake, 
This vdice in silence die. 

4 If e^er my heart forget 

Her welfare or her wo, 
LetBvery joy this heart forsake, 
And every grief o'erflow. 

5 For her my tears shall fall ; 

For her my prayers ascend ; 
To her my cares and toils he given. 
Till toils and cares shall end* 



181. Missionary Hymn, Ts & 6's M. 

MissioDary Hymn. Heber. 

1 From Greenland's icy mountains, 

From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palcny plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile r 
In vain wiUi lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

3 Shall we, whose souk are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to men beiughied 
The lamp of life deny ? 
11 



Uk|» FKATBK FOR THE HBATHBN. 

Salvation ! O s^vation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name ! 

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, — 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole,; 
Till o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamh for sinners slain^ 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In hliss returns to reign. 



182. Prayer for the Heathen, L. M. 

GffinghaiD. 
1 NieHT wraps the land where Jesus spoke. 
No guiding star the wise men see; 
And heavy is oppression's yoke. 
Where first the gospel said, Be free. 

3 And where the harps of angels bore 

Heaven's message to the shepherd-throng, 
Good will and peace are heard no more 
To murmur Bethlehem'is vales along. 

3 Send forth, send forth the glorious light, 

That from eternal wo doth save ; 
And hid Christ's heralds speed their flight, 
Ere millions find a hopeless graye^ 

4 Behold ! the knee of childhood bends 

In prayer for that benighted land ; 
And with its sabbath lesson blends 
Fond memory, of the mission band. 



GOD otrti GUIDE. 1(33, 184. 

5 With pitying zefti o'er ocean's wave, 
We reach the helpless hand to take ; 
O may we but one wanderer save ! 
We ask it for our Saviour's sake. 



183. The Pinal Reign of Jesus upon L. M. 

Earth. 
Truro. Walts. 

1 Jesus shall reign, where'er the sun 
Does Jiis successive journeys run ; 

His kingdom stretch from shore to shorei 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

2 For him shall endless prayer be made, 
And endless praises crown his head ; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 

4 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King ; 
Ahffels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud amen. 

184. God our Chiide. 8's & 7's M. 

Greenville. 

1 Guide me, O thou ^reat Jehovah ! 
Pilgrim through this barren land : 
I am weak, but 3iou art mighty,— 
Hold me with thy powerml hand. 

3 Open thou the crystal fountain. 

Whence the healing streams do flow ; 



185, 186. sPEiVG^ 

Let thefifliy, chmdf pillAr 
Lead m0 all my journey thiougfk 

3 When I trea4l the Torge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside ; 
Thou of death and hell the conqueror, 
Land me safe on Canaan's side. 



185. Spring. C. M. 

Olarendon. 

I While beauty clothes the fertile vale, 
And blossoms OB the spray, 
And fragrance breathes in every gale, 
How sweet the vernal day ! 

8 How kind the influence of the skies * 
Soft showers, wilh blessings frsjui'^ii, 
Bid verdure, fragrance, beauty rise, 
And fix the rovilig thought 

3 O let my wandering heart coniesfl, 

With gratitude and love, . 
The bounteous hand, that deinrns to o! ess 
The garden, field, and grove. 

4 Insmred to pnuse, I then shall join 

Glad nature's cheerful song ; 
And love and gratitude divine i 
Attune my joyfiil tongue. 



186, Spring. C. M. 

Hmry. W. Bi O. Penbody. 

1 When brighter suns and milder $kie8 
Proclaim the opening ^ear. 
What various sounds of joy arise ! 
What projects bright appear ! 



SPRING. 187- 

2 Eaith and her thousand voices give 

Their thousand notes of praise ; 
And all, that hy his mercy live, 
To God their offering raise. 

3 The streams, all beautiful and bright, 

Reflect the morning sky ; 
And there, with music in his flight, 
The wild bird soars on high. 

4 Thus, like the morning, calm iwd clear. 

That saw the Saviour rise, 
The spring of heaven's eternal jrear 
Shall dawn on earth and skies. 

5 No winter there, no shades of night, 

Profane those mansions blest, 
Where, in the happy fields of light, 
The weary are at rest 



187. Spring, L. M. 

Rockingham. Mrs Opie. 

1 There seems a voice in every gale, 

A tongue in every opening flower, 
Which tells, O Lord ! the wondrous tale 
Of thine indulgence, love and power. 

2 The birds that rise on soaring wing, 

Appear to hymn their Maker's praise, 
And all the mmglin? sounds of spring 
To thee a gratefd anthem raise. 

3 And shall my voice, great God, alone 

Be mute midst nature's loud acclaim ? 
No ; let my heart with answering tone 
Breathe forth in praise thy holy name. 

11* 



4 And nature's debt is small to mine, 
Thou badest her bein^ bounded be, 
But, — ^matchless proof of love ^vine^ 
Thou gavest eternal life to me*. 



188. Summer. 7's & 6's M. 

Varnu>Qtb. Miss Simes. 

1 'T IS summer, glorious summer^ — 

Look to the glad green earth, 
How ftom her grateful bosom, 

The herb and flower spring forth ; — 
These are her rich thanksgivings, 

The incense floats above ! 
Father ! what may we offer ? 

Thy chosen flower is love ! 

3 *T is summer, blessed summer, — 

The lofty hills are bright ; 
Ail nature's fountains sparkle, — 

Shall ours have lesser light ? 
No ! bid each spirit praise. Him, 

Who hangs on every tree 
A thousand living lyres, 

Awaking harmony ! 

3 'T is summer in our bosoms, 
When youthful snares we fly, 
And strength and peace are given 

By angel ministry. — 
*T is summer in yon heaven. 

Where, Teachers, ye shall know 
While time shall last the blessedness 
Wrought by your love below. 



THE CHAIiaUtG S9A80NS. MB« 



189. The Changing Seasons. C. M« 

Stephens. Wattt. 

1 With songs imd honors sounding load, 

Address the Lord on high ; 
Over the heavens he spretMS his cloud, 
And waters veil the sky. 

2 He sends his showers of hlessings down. 

To cheer the plains helow ; 
He makes the grass the mountains crown, 
And com in valleys grow. 

3 His steady counsels change the fiuse 

Of the declining year ; 
He bids the sun cut short his race, 
And wintry days appear. 

4 His hoary frost, his fleecy snow, 

Descend and clothe the ground ; 
The liquid streams forbear to flow. 
In icy fetters bound. 

5 He sends his word, and melts the snow, 

The fields no longer mourn ; 
He calls the warmer gales to blow. 
And bids the spring return. 

6 The changing[ wind, the flying cloud, 

Obey hu mighty word ; 
With songs and honors sounding loud. 
Praise ye the sovereign Lord. 



IM, 191. HABVBST' HYMN. 



190. GotPs Works praise Him, S. M. 

Troas. 

1 Ten thousand different flowers 

To thee sweet offerings bear ; 
And cheerful birds in shady bowers 
Sing forth thy tender care. 

2 The fields on every side, 

The trees on every hill ; 
The glorious sun, the rolling tide, 
Proclaim thv wonders still. 

3 Bat trees, and fields, and skies, 

Still praise a God unknown ; 
For gratitude and love can rise 
From living hearts alone. 

4 These living hearts of ours 

Thy holy name would bless ; 
The blossoms of ten thousand flowers 
Would please the Saviour less. 

5 While earth itself decays. 

Our souls can never die ; 
O tune them all to sin^ thy praise 
In better songs on high. 



191. Harvest Hymn, Ts M. 

Edyfield. 

1 Every sheaf of golden grain, 
Standing on the smiling plain, 
Tells us, if we do not know, 
Whence our many blessings flow. 

2 Thanks we bring for earthly good, 
Nobler thanks for richer food ; 



WIMTEIU 192, US. 

Love divine to 199 fans |fiven 

Chrigt, the Bread of Life, firom heaven. 

3 Lord ! with these thy favors give 
Hearts to serve thee whilQ we live, 
Tin we reap, where Jesus i% 
Harvestsi of immortal hliss. 



192. Winter. S's & 11^ M. 

Dwight. 

1 When flowers in summer appear, • 

We wish that they alwa5s would last; 
But wiater must shostly be he^re. 

To sweep them away with its blast 
Spring, siBnmer, and autumn w^l hasten away ; 
The roses must '&de, and the blossoms Aefiky, 

2 In heaven, no winter they know, 

To wither their pleasures away ; 
19ie plants that so sweetly do grow, 

■Shall blossom and never decay ; 
1 or earth's fading charms then no logger iwe 'U 

care, 
But hope we may spend an citermty theve. 



193. God seen in all things, 6 1* If. M. 

Eaton. jttOQre. 

1 Thou art, O ^od, the life and light 

Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by night. 

Are but reflections caught from the^ ; 
Where'er we tani,>thy^^ories shine, 
Aad'flll thiBgs'fliir and oright are thine. 

2 When day with farewell beam delays 

Among^the opening chrnds of even. 



THE RAINBOW. 

And we oui ahnoBt think we ga^e 

Through golden yistas up to heaven^ 
Thoee lines that mark the sun's decline. 
So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine. 

3 When night, with wings of starry gloom, 

O'ershadows all the earth and skies, 
Like some dark heauteous bird, whose plume 

Is sparkling with a thousand eyes. 
That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 
So grand, so countless. Lord, are thine. 

4 When youthful spring around us breathes, 

Thy spirit warms her fragrant sigh. 
And eveiy flower that summer wreathes, 

Is bom l>^neath thy kindling eye ; 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shme. 
And all things fair and oright are thine. 



194. The Rainbow. C. M. 

Henry. Mrs Hemans. 

1 Beholu that arch of varied hue ! 
From heaven to earth 't is bowed ; 
Haste, ere it vanish, hsuste to view 
The rainbow in the cloud. 

8 'T was not alone to charm thy sight, 
God gave that vision fair ;■ — 
Gaze on its beams of azure light, . . 

And read His mercy there. 

3 It tells us that the mighty deep, 

Fast by tJie Eternal chained. 
No more o'er earth's domains fshall swesp, . 
Awful and unrestrained. 

4 It tells that seasons, heat and cold, 

Fixed by his sovereign will, 



THE STARS. iMk 

Shall, in tkeir course, bid man behoM 
Seed-time and harvest still ; 

6 That still the flow^ shall deck the field. 
When vernal zephyrs blow ; 
That still the vine its fruit shall yield. 
When autumn sun-beams glow. 

6 Then, child of that fair earth, which yet 
Smiles with each churm endowed. 
Bless thou his name, whose mercy set 
The rainbow in the cloud ! 



195. The Stars. U M. 

Effio^bam. Mrs Hemant. 

1 Chiu) of the earth, oh lift thy glance, 
To yon bright firmament's expanse ; 
The glories of its realm explore. 
Behold, and wonder, and adore ! 

2 Mark well each little star, whose rays 
In distant splendor meet thy gaze ; 
Each is a world by Him sustained. 
Who firom eternity hath reigned. 

3 Each, shining not for earth alone, 
Hath suns and planets of its own^ 
And beings, whose existence sprinc^s 
From Him, the all powerful King of kings. 

4 Haply, those glorious beings know 
Not stain of guilt, nor tear of wo ; 
But, raising still the adoring voice. 
Forever in their God rejoice. 

5 What then art thou, oh child of clay, 
Amidst creation's grandeur, say ? 



196, 197. TAB TimimEft s^oRM. 

iTen u an inltect on the breeze, 
E'en as a dew drop, lost in seas ! 

6 Yet fear tiioii not!— the sovereign hand, 
Which spread the ocean and the land, 
And hung the rolling spheres in air, 
Hath, e'en for thee, a Father's care. 



196. The Thunder Storm. C. M. 

Clarendon. Mrs Romans. 

1 Ths thunder bursts ! its rolling might 

Seems tiie firm hills to shake ; 
And, in terrific splendor bright, 
The gathered lightnings break. 

2 Yet doth not God behold thee still, 

With all-survejdng eye ? 
Doth not his power ul natuve ^1, 
Around, beneath, on high ? 

3 Then fear not, though the angry sky 

A thousand darts ^onld cast; 
Why should we tremble, e'en to die, 
And be with him at last ? 



197. For a National FestivaL C. M. 

Henry. 

1 To thefe, the little children's Friend, 

Their hymn to-day shall rise ; , 

O from the heavenly courts descend. 
And bless the sacrifice ! 

2 While through our land fair f^eedom'is song 

Our fathers raise to thee. 
Our accents shall the notes prolong ; 
We, children, too, are free ! 
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?• 

3 The past with blessings from thy hand 

Was richly scattered o'er, 
As numerous as the countless sand, 
That spreads the ocean sjiore. 

4 O may tlje future be as bright, 

Nor be thy favors less, 
Resplendent with the giorious light 
Of peace and happiness. 

5 On earth prepare us for the skies ; 

And, when our life is o'er, 
Let us to purer mansions rise, * 
And praise thee evermore. 



laa 



198. Anni»er%airy Hymn, L. M. 

Duke Street. 

1 Not by the brazen trumpet's voice. 

But ny the skylark's early lay. 
Our school is summoned to rejoice 
In God our Saviour on this day. 

2 Now, in the temple of the Lord, 

AnemUing round the throne of grace. 
We sing, and pray, and hear the word, 
And see oiir glorious Maker's face. 

3 Salvation's silver trumpet brings 

Heaven's n^hfest musio to our ean ; 

Happy, whose heart with laptuie ^Hdngs 

At the fisst welcome note he hears. 

4 He, when the last dread trumpet's tone 

The dead to second life shall call. 
May stand unmoved before the throne, 
While stars like lightnings round him &1L 
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5 He, where eternal Sabbaths shine, 

Where all by Grod himself are taught, 
Lessons shall learn of truth divine, 
Of power and love surpassing thought. 



199. Anniversary Hymn. C. M. 

Ballerina. 

1 ''Let little children come to me," 

The blessed Saviour said, 
And kindly laid his hand on those, 
Who unto him were led. 

2 ** To those, who early seek my face, 

Shan early grace be given ; 
The humble and the chudlike ones 
Shall dwell wiUi me in heaven*" 

3 Thou, that hast gone to take thy throne 

In thine own courts above ; 
Thou that didst pity children then, 
Regard us now in love. 

4 Deep^on our young and thoughtless hearts 

Thy sacred likeness trace ; 

And gird us by thy spirit, Lord, 

To run the Christian race. 

5 Safe through the snares around our patii» 

O fpnde our wayward feet ; 
And m eadi painful scene of life 
Be thou our sure retreat 



FOR A RUSAI* CBLSBBATION. 9Q0. 



200. For a Rural Celehralion. C. M. 

Arlington. 

1 We seem to hear a voice of pnoee 

Here, 'mid the leafy bowers, 
From murmuring streams, whose ciystal maae 
Doth cheer the thirsty flowers. 

2 And louder, where yon lofty trees 

By summer's hand are drest, 
It swells on every gentle breeze. 
From bough, and spray, and nest 

3 But, if the things by nature taught 

Pour music aer the sod. 
How high should rise owr raptured thought, 
Who learn the word of God ! 

4 To us he speaks, from morning's cell, 

From evenincf's dewy sphere. 
And when the holy Sabbath bell 
Salutes the Christian's ear. 

5 To us he speaks, he guides our choice 

By heaven's own book divine ; 
And aids our teacher's much loved voice • 
Tafix each treasured line. 

6 To us he speaks, and we in praise 

Would still our offering bring, 

Here, where creation joints our lays, 

And there, where angels sing. 
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201. Fat the opening of a Sunday L. M. 

School Room. 

Ward. Cowper. 

1 Our Qod, where'er tl^ people meet. 
There they behold thy merey-fleat; 
Where'er they seek thee, thou art found. 
And every place is hallowed gnvifid, 

3 For thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind ; 
Such ever bring thee where they come, 
And going take thee to liieir home. 

3 Here may we prove thejpow6tof jM^yer, 
To strengthen faith^ andTsrweetexl car^, 
To teach oar faint desires to rise, 

And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

4 Behold ! at thy commanding word^ 
We stretch the curtain and the cord ; 
Come, Thou, and sheet abroad thy grace, 
And bless us with a large increase. 



202. Te€u^ier's Prayer. 8% 7V&4'ft M. 

Oliphant. 

1 Thou, who didst with love and blessing 

GaUier Zion's babes to thee ; 
Still a Saviour's love expressing. 
These the babes of Zaon see ; 

Bless the labors. 
That would bring them up for thee. 

2 Smile upon the weak endeavor, 

Vain, if thou thy smile deny ; 



Lo ! they rise, — ^to live for ever ! 
Train, O train them for the sky ! 

Gracious Shepherd, 
Train them for thy flock on high. 

3 TheiL when we shall all have slombered, 
Side by side, in common dust, 
With thy ransomed people numbered, 
With the assembly of the just, 

Child and teacher, — 
Saviour ! own our humble trust 



203. Reward of the Faithful Teacher. L. M. 

Sidly. 

1 Wheit the infant spirit, flying, 

Smiles, and gladlv leaves its clay, 
On a Saviour's death relying, 
Soaring to the world of day ; 

2 If beside that pillow, standing. 

One there be, who taught it so ; 
Led that little soul, expanding. 
All the love of God to know ; 

3 O how pure must be the pleasure, 

Thus his sweet reward to see, 
As its life fulfils its measure. 
As it seeks eternity ! 

204. Parting Hymn, 7's M. 

Edyfield. Kirke White. 

1 Christians ! brethren ! ere we part. 
Every voice and every heart 
Join, and to our Father raise 
One last hymn of grateful praise. 
12* 
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si TJiottffh we here should meet no mcyro^ 
Yet there is a brighter shore ; 
There, released from toil and pain, 
There we dl may meet again. 

3 Now to him who reigns in heaven, 
Be eternal glory giv^i ; 
Gratefhl for thy love divine, 
O may all our hearts be thine ! " 



205. Old or New Year. L. M. 

Duke Street. Doddridge. 

1 Mt helper God I I bless thy name ; 

' Thy power and grace are still the same ; 
The tokens of thy friendly care, 
Open, and crown, and close the year. 

3 I midst ten thousand dangers stand, 
Supported by thy guardian hand; 
And see, when I survey my ways. 
Ten thousand monuments of praise. 

3 Thus far thine arm hath led me on. 
Thus far I make thy men^y known ; 
And, while I tread this desert land, 
New blessings shall new songs demand. 



206. The Close of the Year, C. M. 

Medfield. Browne. 

1 Aim now, my soul, another year 
Of my short life is past ; 
I cannot long continue here, , 
And this may be my last 

3 Part of mv doubtful life is gone ; 
Nor will return again ; 
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And Bwift my fleeting moments run, — 
The few which yet remain. 

3 Awake, my soul ! with all thy care, 

Thy true condition learn ; 
What are thy hopes, how sare, how ikir, 
And what thy great concern ? 

4 Now 8 new space of life begins, 

Set out afresh for heaven : 
Seek pardon for thy former sins, 
Through Christ so freely given. 

6 Devoutly jrield thyself to God, 
And on his grace depend ; 
With zeal pursue the heavenly road. 
Nor doubt a lu^py end. 



SOT. Hitherto hath the Lord helped us. L. M. 

Msdway. Doddridge. 

1 GasAT God ! we sing that mighty hand, 

Bv which supported still we stand ; 

Tlie opening year tibty mercv shows ; 

Let mercy crown it, till it closer 

3 By day, by night, at home, abroad. 
Still we are guaided by our God ; 
By his incessant bounty fed, 
By his uneirring counsel led. 

3 With grateful hearts the past we own ; 
The future, all to us unknown, 

We to thy guardian care commit. 
And, peacetul, leave before thy feet. 

4 In scenes exalted or depressed. 

Be thou our joy, and thou our rest ; 



THE MBW YBA&. 

Thy goodness all our hope shall raise, 
Adored through a]l our changing days. 

5 When death shall interrupt our songs, 
And seal in silence mortal tongues ; 
Thy praises shalt our lips employ 
In the eternal world of joy. 



208. The New Year, Ts M. 

BeneTento. Newton. . 

1 'While with ceaseless coorSe the sun 

Hasted through the former year, 
Many souls their race have run, 

Never more to meet us here. 
Fixed in an eternal state, 

They have done with all below ; 
We a little longer wait ; 

But how little, none can know. 

2 As the winged arrow flies 

Speedily the mark to find ; 
As the lightning from the skies 

Darts and leaves no trace behind ; 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days 

Bear us down life's rapid stream ; 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ; 

All below is but a dream. 

3 Thanks for mercies past receive, 

Pardon of our sins renew ; 
Teach us henceforth how to live, 

With eternity in view. 
Bless thy word to young and old ; 

Fill us with a Saviour's love ; 
And when life's short tale is told, 

May we dwell with thee above. 
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209. The New Year. Ta M. 

PleyePs Hymn. Newton. 

1 Ses! another year is gone ! 

Quickly have the sea^nQ past; 
This we enter now upon 
Will to many prove their last 

2 Mercy hitherto has spared ; 

But have mercies been improved ? 
Let us ask, Am I prepared, 
Should I be this year removed ? 

i Some, we now no longer see, 

Who their morttd race have run. 
Seemed as fair for life as we, 
When the former year begun. 

4 Some, — ^but who God only knows, — 

Who are here assembled now. 
Ere the present year shall close. 
To the stroke of death must bow. 

5 While we pray, and while we hear. 

Help lis Lord, with awe to think. 
That eternity is near. 
We are standing on the brink. 



210. For a New Year. P. M. 

Qroton. 

1 Come, let us anew our journey pursue. 
Roll round with the ^ear. 
And never stand still till the Master appear ! 

2 His adorable will let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents improve^ 
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love. 



210. THE NEW TBAK. 

3 Oar life 18 a dream, our time as a stroam 

Glides swiftly away ; 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay. 

4 The arrow is flown, the moment is gone ; 

The millenial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity 's here. 

5 O that each in the day of His coming may say, 

" I have fought my way through ; 
I have finished the work thou didst give me to 
do." 

6 O that each from the Lord may receive the glad 

word, 
<" Well and faithfully done ! 
Enter into my joy, and sit down on my throne." 



SCRIPTURE SELECTIONS. 



1. Public Worship. 

It is a good thing to give thanks unto the 
' Lord, and to sing praises unto thy name, O 
Most High : 

To show forth thy loving kindness in the 
morning, and thy faithfulness every night. 

Serve the Lord with gladness ; come be- 
fore his presence with singing. 

Know ye that the Lord, he is God : it is he 
that hath made us, and not we ourselves ; we 
are his people, and the sheep of his pasture. 

Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and 
into his courts with praise : be thankful unto 
him, and bless his name. 

For the Lord is good ; his mercy is ever- 
lasting ; and his truth endureth unto all gen- 
erations. 

How amiable are thy tabernacles, O Lord 
of Hosts ! 

Blessed are they that dwell in thy house : 
they will be still praising thee. 

God, thou art my God ; early will I seek 
thee. 
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Because thy loving kindness is better than 
life, my lips shall praise thee. 

The earth is the Lord^s, and the fulness 
thereof; the world, and they that dwell there- 
in. 

Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord, 
and who shall stand in his holy place ? 

He that hath clean hands, and a pure 
heart ; who hath not lifted up his soul unto 
vanity, nor sworn deceitfully : 

He shall receive the blessing from the 
Lord, and righteousness from the God of his 
salvation. 

Thou art my hope, O Lord Goi ; thou art 
my trust from my youth. 

Whom have I in heaven but thee ? and 
there is none upon earth that I desire besides 
thee. 

Thou shalt guide me with thy counsel, and 
afterward receive me to glory. 

Thou wilt show me the path of life ; in 
thy presence is fulness of joy ; at thy right 
hand there are pleasures for evermore. 

2. Providence or God. 

O Lord, how manifold are thy works I in 
wisdom hast thou made them all : the ear^h 
is full of thy riches. 

The eyes of all wait upon thee ; and thou 
> givest them their meat in due season. 

Thou openest thy band, and satisfiest the 
desire of every living thing. 
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Thou hidest thy face, they are troubled : 
thou takest away their breath, they die, and 
return to their dust. 

Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they are cre- 
ated ; and thou renewest the face of the earth. 

Thou crownest the year with thy goodness ; 
and thy paths drop fatness. 

The day is thine, the night also is thine : 
thou hast prepared the light and the sun. 

Thou hast set all the .borders of the earth ; 
thou hast made summer and winter. 

He watereth the hills from his chambers ; 
the earth is satisfied with the fruit of thy 
works. 

r 

He giveth snow like wool : he scattereth 
the hoar-frost like ashes. 

He casteth forth his ice like morsels: who 
can stanc^ before his cold ? 

He sciideth out his word, and melteth 
them ; he causeth his wind to blow, and the 
waters flow. 

All thy works shall praise thee, O Lord, 
and thy saints shall bless thee. 

The Lord is good to all ; and his tender 
mercies are over all his works. 

The Lord openeth the eyes of the blind : 
the Lord raiseth them that are bowed down ; 
the Lord loveth the righteous. 

The Lord preserveth the stranger ; he re- 
lieveth the fatherless and widow ; but the 
way of the wicked he tumeth upside down. 

I will sing unto the Lord as long as I live ; 
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I will sing pmne unto my God while I have 
my beifrg. 

My meditation of him shall be sweet; I 
will be glad in the Lord. 

Bless the Lord, all his works in all places 
of his dominion : bless the Lord, O my soul. 

3. Gratituds and Trust. 

Bless the Lord, O my soul ; and all that is 
within me, bless his holy name. 

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not 
all his benefits ; 

Who forgiveth all thine iniquities ; who 
healeth all thy diseases ; 

Who redeemeth thy life from destruction ; 
who crowneth thee with loving kindness and 
tender mercicr.. 

Like as a father pitieth his children, so the 
■Lord pitieth them that fear him. 

The Lord is nigh unto all them that call 
upon him, to all that call upon him in truth. 

He will fulfil the desire of them that fear 
him : he also will hear their cry, and will 
save them. 

The Lord is my shepherd ; I shall not 
want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green pas- 
tures : he leadeth me beside the still waters. 

He restoreth my soul : he leadeth me in 
*he paths of righteousness for his name^s 
sike. 
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Yea, though I walk through the valley of 
the shadow of death, I will fear no evil ; for 
thou art with me ; thy rod and thy staff, they 
comfort me- 

What shall I render unto the Lord for all 
his benefits toward me ? 

I will offer to thee the sacrifice of thanks- 
givbg, and will call upon the name of the 
Lord. 

I will meditate on thy precepts, and have 
respect unto thy ways. 

So shall I keep thy law continually for ever 
and ever. 

Thus will I bless thee while I live ; I will 
lifl up my hands in thy name. 

I will wash my hands in innocency : so 
will I compass thine altar, O Lord. 

^ . 4. OMmSCIENCE 

O Lord, thou hast searched me, and known 
me. 

Thou knowest my down-sitting and mine 
up-rising ; thou understandest my thoughts 
afar off. 

Thou compassest my path, and my lying 
down, and art acquainted with all my ways. 

For there is not a word in my tongue, but, 
lo, O Lord, thou knowest it altogether. 

Whither shall I go from thy spirit? or 
whither shall I flee from thy presence ? 

If I ascend up to heaven, thou art there ; 
13» 
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if I make my bed in hell, behold thou art 
there. 

If I take the wings of the morning, aad 
dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea ; 

Even there s];iall thy hand lead me, and thy 
right hand shall hold me. 

If I say, Surely the darkness shall cover' 
me ; even the night shall be light about me. 

Yea, the darkness hideth not from thee ; 
but the night shineth as the day ; the dark- 
ness and the light are both alike to thee. 

If I regard iniquity in my heart, the Lord 
will not hear me. 

The Lord is far from the wicked ; but he 
heareth the prayer of the righteous. 

Search me, O God, and know my heart; 
try me and know my thoughts : 

And see if there be any wicked way in me, 
and lead me in the way everlasting. 

Let the words of my mouth, and the medi- 
tation of my heart, be acceptable in thy sight, 
O Lord, my strength, and my redeemer. 

5. Early Piety. 

Come, ye children, hearken unto me : I 
will teach you the fear of the Lord. 

Remember now thy Creator in the days of 
thy youth, while the evil days come not, nor 
the years draw nigh, when thou shalt say, I 
have no pleasure in them. 

Keep thy tongue from evil, and thy lips 
from spe&king guile. 
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Depart from evil, and do good ; seek peace, 
and pursue it. 

Honor thy father and thy mother ; that thy 
days may be long upon the land, which the 
Lord thy God giveth thee. 

Enter not into the path of the wicked, and 
go not in the way of evil men. 

My soQ, if sinners entice thee, consent thou 
not. 

Trust in the Lord with all thy heart, and 
lean not on thine own understanding. 

In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he 
shall direct thy paths. 

Keep thy heart with all diligence ; for out 
of it are the issues of life. 

Wisdom is the principal thing ; therefore 
get wisdom : and with all thy getting get un- 
derstanding. 

Length of days is in her right hand ; and 
in her left hand riches and honour. 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and 
all her paths are peace. 

If thou seekest for her as for silver, and 
searchest for her as for hid treasures ; 

Then shalt thou understand the fear of the 
Lord, and find the knowledge of God. 

Then shalt thou walk in thy way safely, 
and thy foot shall not stumble. 

When thou liest down, thou shalt not be 
afraid ; yea, thou shalt lie down, and thy 
sleep shall be sweet. 

There no evil shall befal thee, neither shall 
any plague come nigh thy dwelling. 
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For he shall give his angels charge over 
thee, to keep thee in thy ways. 

O taste and see that the Lord is good : 
blessed is the man that trusteth in him. 



6. The Works of God. < 

I will now remember the works of the 
Lord, and declare the things that I have seen. 

The sun that giveth light looketh upon all 
things, and is full of the glory of the Lord. 

Great is the Lord that made it ; and at his 
commandment it runneth hastily. 

He made the moon also to serve ia her sea- 
son, and the stars to shine in t,he firmament of 
heaven. . 

At the commandment of the Holy One 
they all stand in their order, and never faint 
in their watches. 

Look upon the rainbow, and praise him 
that made it ; very beautiful it is in the bright- 
ness thereof. 

It compasseth the heaven with a gloriouk 
circle, and the hands of the Most High have 
bended it. 

He maketh the snow to fall apace, and 
sendeth swtftly the lightnings of his judg- 
ment. 

At h\$ sight the mountains are shaken ; 
the noise of his thunder maketh the earth 
to tremble. 

As birds ftying he scattereth the snow» and 
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tbe falling down thereof is as the lighting of 
grasshoppers. 

He poureth the hoar frost upon the tearth, 
and clotheth the water as with a breastplate. 

He declareth the things that are past, and 
to come, and revealeth the steps of hidden 
things. 

No thought escapeth him, neither is any 
word hidden from him. 

He hath garnished the excellent works of 
his wisdom, and he is from ' everlasting to 
everlasting. 

Unto him may nothing be added, neither 
can he be diminished, and he hath no need of 
any counsellor. 

O how desirable are all his works I He 
hath made nothing imperfect. 

One thing establisheth the good of another ; 
and who shall be filled, with beholding his 
glory? 

There are yet hid greater things than these 
be, for we have seen but a few of his works. 

For the Lord hath made all things; and 
to the godly hath he given wisdom. 

7. True Wisdom. 

God created man to be immortal, and made 
him to be an image of his own eternity. 

The souls of the righteous are in the hand 
of God, and there shall no torment touch them. 

Though they be punished in the sight of 
men, yet is their hope full of immortality. 
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Honourable age is not that which standeth 
in length of time, nor that is measured by 
number of years. 

But wisdom is the gray hair unto men, and 
an unspotted life is old age. 

To fear the Lord is the beginning of wis- 
dom, and giveth joy, and gladness, and a long 
life. 

4 

My son,' help thy father in his age, and 
grieve him not as long as he liveth. 

Honour thy father and mother both in word 
and deed, that a blessing may come upo/i thee 
from them. 

Be not hasty with thy tongue, and in no 
wise speak against the truth. 

Love him that hath made thee with all thy 
strength. 

Bow down thine ear to the poor, and refuse 
not to give to him that is in need. 

So shalt thou be as the son of the Most 
High, and he shall love thee more than thy 
mother doth. 

Wisdom exalteth her children, and layeth 
hold of them that seek her. 

He that loveth her loveth life; and they 
that seek her early shall be filled with joy. 

They that serve her shall minister to the 
Holy One ; and them that love her the Lord 
will love. 
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8. Redemption. 

Blessed be the Lord God of Israel ; for he 
hath visited and redeemed his people ; 

And hath raised up a horn of salvation for 
for us in the house of his servant David ; — 

To perform the mercy promised to our 
fathers, and to remember his holy covenant ; 

To give light to them that sit in darkness, 
and in the shadow of death, — 

To guide our feet in the way of peace. 

The eyes of the blind are opened, and the 
ears of the deaf are unstopped. 

The lame man leaps as a hart, and the 
tongue of the dumb sings. 

The dead are raised, to the poor the gospel 
is preached. 

Surely He hath borne our griefs, and car- 
ried our sorrows. 

He was bruised for our iniquities ; and with 
his stripes are we healed. 

He did no sin, neither was guile found in 
his mouth. 

When he was reviled, he reviled not again ; 
when he suffered, he threatened not. 

He was brought as a lamb to the slaughter ; 
he poured out his soul unto death. 

Unto him that loved us, and washed us 
from our sins in his own blood, and hath 
made us kings and priests unto God and his 
Father, 

To him be glory and dominion for ever and 
ever. Amen. 
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9. The KrifODMf of Christ. 

How beautiful upon the moimtains axe the 
feet of him that bringeth good tidings, that pub* 
lisheth peace ; that saith unto Zion, Thy God 
reigneth ! 

The Lord hath comforted his peopjLe, and 
all the ends of the e^rth shall see the salva- 
tion of our God. 

The wilderness and the solitary place shall 
be glad; 

Tlie desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the 
rose. 

The house of the Lord shall be established 
in the top of the mountains, and shall be ex- 
alted above the hills. 

And many nations shall come, and say, Let 
us go up to the mountain of the Lord, and to 
the house of the God of Jacob. 

They shall beat their swords into plough- 
shares, and their spears into pruniog hooks. 

Nation shall not lifl up a sword against na- 
tion* neither shall they learn war any more. 

The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and 
the leopard shall lie down with the kid ; and 
the calf) and the young lion, and the fatling 
together ; and a little child shall lead them. 

They shall not hurt nor destroy in all God^s 
holy mountain ; for the earth shall be full of 
the knowledge of the Lord, as the waters 
cover the sea. 

Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, 
and he will dwell with them. 
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And they shall be bis people, and God him- 
self shall be with them, and be their God. 

Praise our God, all ye servants of his, and 
ye that fear hiin, both great and small. 

Alleluia : the Lord God omnipotent reign- 
eth. 

Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honour 
to him. 

Blessing, and honour, and glory, and power, 
be unto Him that sitteth upon the throne, and 
unto the Lamb, for ever and ever. 

10. Heaven. 

Who are these, which are arrayed in white 
robes ? and whence came they ? 

These are they which came out of great 
tribulation, and have washed their robes, and 
niade them white in the blood of the Lamb. 

These are they which follow the Lamb 
whithersoever he goeth. And in their mouth 
was found no guile: for they are without 
fault before the throne of God. 

Therefore do they serve him day and night 
in his temple ; and he that sitteth on the throne 
shall dwell among them. 

They shall hunger no more, neither thirst 
any more. 

There shall be no more death, neither sor- 
row, nor crying, neither shall there be any 
more pain. 

There shall be no night there, and they 
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need no candle, neither light of the son ; for 
the Lord Grod giveth them light 

They shall see his face ; and hwnaiii^ shall 
be in their foreheads. 

The Lamb, which is in the midst of the 
throne shall feed them, and shall lead them 
unto living fountains of waters. 

There shall in no wise enter there any- 
thing that defileth, neither whatsoever worketh 
abomination, or maketh a lie ; 

But they which are written in the Lamb^s 
book of life. 

Blessed are they that do his command- 
ments, that they may have right to the tree of 
life, and may enter in through the gates into 
the city. 

Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to re- 
ceive power, and riches, and wisdom, asnd 
strength, and honor, and glory, and blessing. 

11. Charity and B«j&THKiki*r Love; 

Blessed is he that considereth the poor; the 
Lord will deliver him in time of trouble. 

The Lord will preserve him, and ,keep him 
alive ; and he shall be blessed upon the earth. 

The Lord will strengthen him upon the bed 
of languishing : thou wilt make all his bed in 
sickness. 

He that hath pity upon the poor, lendeth 
unto the Lord. 

And that which he hath given will He pay 
him again. 
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Blessed are the merciful; for they shall 
obtain mercy. 

Love your enemies, bless them that curse 
you, do good to them that hate you, 

That ye may be the children of your 
Father which is in heaven. 

Condemn not, and ' ye shall not be con- 
demned ; 

Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven. 

Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and 
weep with them that weep. 

Recompense to no man evil for evil. 

Herein is love, not that we loved God, but 
that he loved us, and sent his Son to be the 
propitiation for our sins. 

Beloved, if God so loved us, we ought also 
to love one another. 

God is love ; and he that dwelleth in love, 
dwelleth in God, and God in him. 
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